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THE KING’S MIRROR 


CHAPTER I 

A PIOUS HYPERBOLE 

T>EFORE my coronation there was no event in child 
^ hood that impressed itself on my memory with 
marked or singular distmction My father’s death, the 
result of a chill contracted during a hunting excursion, 
meant no more to me than a week of rooms gloomy 
and games forbidden , the decease of King Augustin, 
my uncle appeared at the first mstant of even less 
importance I recollect the news coming The King, 
having beeif always in frail health, had never married , 
seeing clearly, but not far, he was a sad man the fate 
that struck down his brother mcreased his natural 
melancholy , he became almost a recluse, withdrew him 
self from the capital to a retired residence, and hence 
forward was little more than a name in which Prince 
von Hammerfeldt conducted the business cot^ 

try Now and then my mother visited him , once she 
brought back to me a letter from him, little of which I 
understood tlfen, although I have^nce rea& often the 
touching words of his message When he died there 
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was the same gloom as when my father left us , but it 
seemed to me that I was treated a little differently > 
the servants stared at me, my mother would look long 
at me with a half adnurmg, half amused exprSssion, and 
Victoria let me have all her toy^ In Baroness von 
Krakenstem (or Krak, as we called her) alone there was 
no difference , yet the explanation came from her, for 
when that evening I reached out my little hand and 
snatched a bit of cake from the dish, Krak caught my 
wrist, saying gravely, — 

Kings must not snatch, Augustin '' 

‘‘ Victoria, what do you get when you are a king ^ '' 
I asked my sister that night I was hardly eight, she 
nearly ten, and her worldly wisdom seemed great 

“ Oh, you have just wl\at you want, and do what you 
like, and kill people that you don't like," said she 
Don't you remember the Arabian Nights > " 

“ Could I kill Krak ^ " I asked, choosing a concrete 
and temptmg illustration of despotic power 
Victoria was puzzled 

She'd have to do something first, I suppose," she 
answered vaguely ‘‘ I should have been queen if you 
hadn't been born, Augustm” Her tone now became 
rather plaintive 

“ But nobody has a queen if they can get a king," 
said I serenely 

It is the coronation day that stands out in memory , 
the months that elapsed between my accession and that 
ent are--p*erged in a vague dunness - I think little 
difference was made in our household while we mourned 
the dead King Krak was still sharp, imperious, and 
exacting She haQ>been my mother’s governess, and 
came with her from Styna I suppose she had learned 
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the necessity of sternness from her previous experience 
with Princess Gertrude, for that lady, my mother, a fair, 
small, slim woman, who preserved her girlishness of 
appearance till the approach of middle age, was of a 
strong and masterful temper Only Krak and Hammer 
feldt had any power over her Krak’s seemed the result 
of ancient domination , the Prince’s was won by a suave 
and coaxing deference that changed once a year or 
thereabouts to stern and uncompromising opposition 
But with my early upbrmgmg, and with Victoria’s, 
Hammerfeldt had nothing to do , my mother presided, 
and Krak executed The spirit of St5Tia reigned in 
the nursery, rather than the softer code of our more 
western country I doubt whether discipline was 
stricter in any house in Forstadt than m the royal 
palace 

They roused me at eight on my coronation day My 
mother herself came to my bedside, and knelt down for 
a few minutes by it Krak stood m the background, 
grim and gloomy I was a little frightened, and asked 
what was afoot 

** You’re to be ciowned to-day, Augustin,” said my 
mother You must be a good boy ” 

Am I to be crowned kmg, mother ? ” 

Yes, dear, in the cathedral Will you be a good 
kmg ^ ” 

“ I’ll be a great king, mother,” said I The Arabian 
Nights were still in my head 
She laughed and rose to her feet 
“ Have him ready by ten o’clock, Baroness, she said 
I must go have my coffee and then dress And 
I must see thH Victoria is properly dressed too ” 

Are you going to be crowned, mother ^ ” I asked 
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‘‘ No,” she said I shall be only Princess Hemnch 
still ” 

I looked at her with curiosity A king is greater 
than a pnncess , should I be greater than my mother ? 

And my mother was greater than Kr^k ’ Why, then 

But Krak ended my musings by whisking me out of bed 

It was fine fun to ride in the carriage by my mother’s 
side, with Victoria and old Hammerfeldt opposite 
Hammerfeldt was Piesident of the Council of Regency, 
but I, knowing nothing of that, supposed my mother 
had asked him into our cairiage because he amused ns 
and gave us chocolates My mother was very prettily 
dressed, and so was Victoria I was very glad that 
^jCrak was in another vehicle Theie were crowds of 
people in the street, cheenng us more than they ever had 
before , I was taking off my hat all the time Once or 
twice I held up my sword for them to see, but everybody 
laughed, and I would not do it any more It was-'the 
first time that I had worn a sword, but I did not see 
why they should laugh Victoria laughed most of all 
indeed at last my mother scolded her, saying that 
swords were proper for men, and that I should be a 
man soon 

We reached the cathedral, and with mv hand in my 
mother’s I was led up the nave, till we came to the front 
of the high altar There was a very long service, I 
did not Caxe about or heed much of it, until the Arch 
bishop came down on to the lowest step, and my mothei 
t^k my hand again and led me to him, and he put the 
crown on my head I liked that, and turned round to 
see if the people were looking, and was just going to 
laugh at ViCtona, when I saw Krak frownmg at me , so 
I turned back and listened to the Archbishop He was 
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a nice old man, but I did not understand very much of 
what he said He talked about my uncle, my father, 
and the country, and what a king ought to do , at last 
he leant down towards me, and told me in a low but 
very distinct voice iihat henceforward God was the only 
Power above me, and I had no lord except the King 
of kings He was a very old man, with white hair and 
when he had said this he seemed not to be able to go 
on for a mmute Perhaps he was tired, or did not 
know what to say next Then he laid his hand on my 
head — they had taken the crown off because it was so 
heavy for me — and said in a whisper, “ Poor child ’ ’’ 
but then he raised his voice, so that it rang all through 
the cathedral, and blessed me Then my mother made 
me get up and turn and face the people , she put the 
crown on my head again , then she knelt and kissed my 
hand I was very much surprised, and I saw Victoria 
trying hard(&not to laugh, because Krak was just by 
her But I didn’t want to laugh , I was too much 
surprised 

So far memory carries me , the rest is blurred until 
I found myself back m our own home, divested of my 
military co^ume, but allowed, as a special treat, to have 
my sword beside me when we sat down to tea We 
had many good things for tea, and even Krak was 
thawed into amiability , she told me that I had behaved 
very well m the cathedral, and that I should see the 
fireworks fiom the window presently It was winter 
and soon dark^ The fireworks began at , I 

membei them very well , Above all I recollect the fine 
excitement of seeing my own name in great long golden 
letters, with la word after them that KraH told me I 
ought to know meant “ king ” and was of the third 
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declension ‘‘ Rex, Regts” said Krak, and told poor 
Victoria to go on Victoria was far too excited, and 
Krak^said we must both learn it to morrow , but we 
were clapping our hands, and didn’t pay mach heed 
Then Hammerfeldt came m and ^eld me up at the 
wmdow for a few minutes, telling me to kiss my hand 
to the people I did as he told me , then the crowd 
began to go away, and Krak said it was bedtime 
*Now here I might conclude the story of my corona 
tion day , but an episode remains trivial and ludicrous 
enough, yet most firmly embedded in my memory 
Indeed it has always for me a significance quite m 
dependent of its obvious import , it seems to s3nnboli2;e 
the truth which the experience of all my life has taught 
me Perhaps I throw dignity to the winds in recording 
it , I intend to do the like all through what I writfe , for, 
to my thinking, where dignity comes in at the door 
sincerity flies out of the window I was not tired 
after the day, or I was too excited to feel tired My 
small brain was agog , my little head was turned 
Amidst all that I did not understand I understood 
enough to conceive that I had become a great man 
I saw Victoria led ofl to bed, and gomg nieekly But 
I was not as Victoria , she was not a king as I was , 
mother had not knelt before her , the Archbishop had 
not told Victona that she had no lord except the King 
of kings Perhaps I was hardly to blame when I took 
his words as excluding the domination of women, of 
Jfeak, eve;p^f the mother who had knelt and kissed my 
hand At any rate I was m a wilful mood Old Anna, 
the nurse, had put Victona to bed, and now came 
through the door that divided our rooms^'and proposed 
to assist me m rry undressing I was wilful and 



THE king’s MIRKOR* 9 

defiant , I refused most flatly to go to bed Anna was 
perplexed, unquestionably a new and reverential air 
was perceptible m Anna , the detection of it was fuel 
to my fires of rebellion Anna sent for Krak , in the 
interval before the governess’s arrival I grew uneasy I 
half wished I had gone to bed quietly, but now I was 
m for the battle Had there been any meanmg m what 
the Archbishop said, or had there not ^ Was it true, or 
had he misled me ? I had believed him, and was 
minded to try the issue , I sat m my chair attempting 
to whistle as my groom had taught me Krak came , 
I whistled on , there was a whispered consultation 
between Anna and Krak , then Krak told me that I 
was to go to bed, and bade me begm the process by 
taking off my shoes I looked her full and fair in the 
face 

I won’t till I choose ” said I '' I’m Kmg now , ” 
and then I quoted to Krak what the Archbishop had 
said She lifted her hands m amazement and wrath 
I shall have to fetch your mother,” she said 
'' I’m above my mother , she knelt to me,” I retorted 
triumphantly 

Krak advanced towards me 
“ Augustm, take off your shoes,” said she 
I had no love for Krak Dearest of all gifts of 
sovereignty would be the power of defymg Krak 

Do you really want me to take them off ^ ” I asked 
“ This mstant,” commanded Krak 
I do not justify my action , yet perhaps the Arch 
bishop sliould liave been more careful of wSat he said 
My answer tp Krak was, '' Take them, then ” And I 
snatched ofi nne of them and threw it at Krak It 
missed most narrowly the end of her long nose, and 
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lodged, harmlessly enough, on Anna’s broad bosom I 
sat there exultant, fearful, and defiant 

Krak spoke to Anna in a low whisper , then they 
both went out, leaving me alone in the big room I 
grew afraid, partly because I was aJjone, partly for what 
I had done I could undress myself, although I was 
not, as a rule, allowed to I tumbled quickly out of my 
clothes, and had just slipped on my nightshirt, when 
the door opened, and my mother entered, followed by 
Krak My mother looked very young and pretty, but 
she also looked severe 

'' Is this true, Augustin ^ ” she asked, sitting down by 
the fire 

'' Yes, mother,” said I, arrested m my flight towards 
bed 

You refused to obey the Baroness ^ ” 

Yes I’m King now ” 

And threw your shoe at her ^ ” 

'' The Archbishop said ” I began 

Be quiet,” said my mother, and she turned her head 
and listened to Krak, who began to whisper in her ear 
A moment later she turned to me 

'' You must do as you are told,” she said^ and you 
must apologize to the Baroness ” 

I’d have taken them off if she had asked me,” I 
said, but she ordered me ” 

“ She has a right to order you ” 

“ Is she God > ” I asked, pointing scornfully at 
Kjrak ReaUy the Archbishop must bear some of the 
responsibility 

Krak whispered agam , agam my mother turned to 
me 

“ Will you apologize, Augustin ^ ” she said 
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'' No,” said I stubbornly 

Krak whispered again I heard my mother say, with a 
little laugh, '' But to day, Baroness ^ ” Then she sighed 
and looked round at me 

Do apologize, Augustin,” said she 
‘‘ 111 apologize to you, not to her,” I said 
She looked at the Baroness, then at me, then back to 
the Baroness , then she smiled and sighed 

I suppose so He must learn it But not much 
to night, Baroness Just enough to — to show him ” 
Krak came towards me , a moment later I occupied 
a position which, to my lively discomfort I had filled 
once or twice before in my short life, but which I had 
not supposed that I should fill agam after what the 
Archbishop had said I set my teeth to endure , I was 
full of bewilderment, surprise, and anger The Arch- 
bishop had played me terribly false , the Arabian 
Nights were no less delusive Krak was as unmoved 
and busmess like as usual I was determined not to 
cry — ^not to night I was not very hard tried almost 
directly my mother said, That will do ” There was a 
pause , no doubt Krak's face expressed a surprised 
protest **^es, that's enough to day,” said my mother, 
and she added, ‘‘ Get mto bed, Augustm You must 
learn to be an obedient boy before you can be a good 
king ” 

The moment I was released I ran and leapt into bed, 
hiding my face under the clothes I heard my mother 
come and say- Won't you kiss me > ” buij was very 
angry , I did not understand why they made me a 
king, and then beat me because I behaved hke all the 
kmgs I had been told or read about Moreover I had 
begun to cry now, and I would have been killed sooner 
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than let Krak see that So presently my mother went 
away, and Krak too Then Anna came and tried to 
turn down the clothes, but I would not let her I hung 
on to them hard, for I was still crying I heard Anna 
sigh, Poor dearie ^ ’’ then she went away , but directly 
after Victoria’s voice came, saying, “ Anna says I may 
come m with you May I, please, Augustin ^ ” I let 
her move the bedclothes and get m with me , and I 
put my arms round her neck Victoria comforted me 
as best she could 

You’ll be a real kmg when you grow up,” she said 

A thought struck me — a rapturous thought, born of 
the Arabian Nights (In the Archbishop lay no comfort 
at all ) 

“ Yes,” I cried, and then I’U bastmado Krak ^ ” 
With this comfortmg thought I fell asleep 

A strange day this of my coronation, odd to pass 
through, to the highest degree illummatmg in retro 
spect I did not live to bastinado Krak , nor would 
I now had I the power What they did was perhaps 
a little cruel, a little Styrian, as Victoria and I used 
covertly to say of such harsh measures , but how valu 
able a lesson on the state and fortune of Kmgs » The 
Kmg IS one, the man another The King is crowned, 
the man is lashed they give us greatness in words , ui 
fact we are our servants’ servants Little as I liked 
the thmg at the time, I cannot now regret that I was 
chastised on my coronation day I was thus put into 
an attitud^-^emmently conducive to the^ perception of 
truth, and to a realisfation of the facts of my position 
I forgive thee the blows, Krak — ^lo, I forgive thee » 



CHAPTER II 

A BIRD WITHOUT WINGS 

A man’s 'puenha are to himself not altogether puerile , 
they are parcel of the complex explanation of his ex 
istent self He starts, I suppose, as something, a very 
malleable something, ready to be hammered into the 
shape that the socket requires The two greatest 
forces at work on the yielding substance are parents 
and position — with the gardener’s boy beneath my 
window crusts and cuffs, with me at the window king 
ship and Styrian disciphne In the latter there was to 
me nothing strange , I had grown into it from birth 
But now it became suddenly noticeable, as a thing 
demandmg justification, by reason of its patent m 
congruity with my kingship I have shown how 
swiftly and shaiply the contrast was impressed on me , 
if I have not made that point, then my story of a 
nursery tragedy is unexcused I was left wondering 
what manner of king he was who must obey on pain 
of blows I was very young, and the sense of outrage 
did not last but the puzzle persisted an^ Victoria’s 
riper philosophy was taxed to allay it Waiting seemed 
the only thing — ^waiting till I could fling my shoes at 
whom I would and sit on my throne to behold the has 
tmadomg of Krak My mother told me that I must 
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be an obedient boy first Well and good , but then 
why make me a king now ^ In truth I was introduced 
over early to the fictions of high policy A king with 
out power seems to a child hke a bird without wings ^ 
but a bird without wings is a favou’^ite device of states 
manship 

The matter did not stand even here My kingship 
not only lacked the positive advantages with which 
youthful imagination (aided by the Archbishop’s pious 
hyperbole) had endowed it it became in my eyes the 
great and fertile source of all my discomfort, the parent 
of every distasteful obligation, the ground on which all 
chosen pleasures were refused It was ever “ Kings 
cannot do this,” or ‘"Kings must do that,” and the 
“ this ” was always sweet, the that ” repellent In 
Krak's hands monarchy became a cross between a 
treadmill and a strait waistcoat “ What’s the use of 
bemg a king > ” I dared once to cry to her 

God did not make you a king for your own pleas 
ure,” returned Krak solemnly I recollect thinking 
that her remark must certainly be true, yet wonder 
mg whether God quite realized how tiresome the posi 
tion was 

It may be supposed that I had many advantages to 
counterbalance these evils that pressed so hardly on 
me I do not recollect being conscious of them Even 
my occasional parades m pubhc, although they tickled 
my vamty, were spoilt for me by the feeling that nobody 
would look^^ me with admiration, envy, or even interest, 
if he knew the real state of the case I may observe 
that this reflection has not vanished with mfancy, but 
still IS apt to assail me Of course I was well fed, well 
housed, and well, though firmly treated Alas » what 
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we have not is more to us than all we possess 1 was 
thankful under protest , prohibitions outweighed pnvi 
leges I have not the experience necessary for any 
generah/tftion but my own childhood was not very 
happy 

A day comes into my mind almost as clear and dis 
tinct m memory as my coronation day I was nine 
years old, and went with my mother to pay a visit to 
a nobleman of high rank He had ]ust married and 
brought to his house a young American lady We were 
welcomed, of course, with infinite courtesy and defer 
ence Princess Heinrich received such tributes well, 
with a quiet restrained dignity and a lofty gracious 
ness I was smart m my best clothes, a miniature uni- 
form of the Corps of Guards, and my hand flew up to 
my little helmet when the Coimtess curtsied very low 
and looked at me with merry sparkling blue eyes Her 
husband was a taU good looking fellow, stiff in back and 
manner, as are most of our folk, but honest and good 
hearted, as are most of them also But I paid little 
heed to him, the laughing Countess engrossed me, 
and I found myself smiling at her Her eyes seemed 
to enter m^o confidence with me, and I knew she was 
rather sorrv for me The day was damp and chiU 
and, although my mother would not refuse to go round 
the Count’s gardens, of which he was proud, she de 
dared that the walk was not safe for me, and asked 
the Countess to take care of me So she and I were 
left alope I ^tood rather shyly by the table fingering 
the helmet that my mother had told me to take off , 
presently looking up, I saw her merry eyes on me 

Sire,” saM the Countess, if you sat do^n I would ” 

I bowed and sought a chair There was a high wooden 
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arm chair, and I clambered into it , my legs dangled 
m mid air Another httle laugh came from the Countess 
as she brought me a high footstool I tried to jump 
down m time to stop her, but she would not let me 
Then she knelt herself on the stool, her knees by my feet 
What beautiful military boots » ” she said 
I looked down listlessly at my shining toes She 
Dlasped her hands, crying, — 

“ You’re a beautiful little king ’ Oh, isn’t it lovely 
to be a king > ” 

I looked at her doubtfully , her pretty face was quite 
dose to mine Somehow I wanted very much to put 
ny arms round her neck, but I felt sure that kings did 
lot hug countesses Imagine Krak’s verdict on such a 
lotion J 

“ I’m not a king for my own pleasure ” said I, regard 
ng my hostess gravely I am a king for the good of 
ny people ” 

She drew a long breath and whispered in English (I 
hd not undei stand then, but the sound of the words 
itayed with me) Poor httle mite ^ ” Then she said, — 
‘‘ But don’t you have a lovely time ^ ” 

I felt that I was becoming rather red, and I knew 
hat the tears were not far from my eyes 
“ No,” said I, not very ” 

Why not ? ” 

‘‘They— they don’t let me do any of the things I 
vant to ” 

“ You shall do anythmg you want to here,” she 
whispered ^ was very much surprised to* see that her 
)right eyes had grown a httle clouded 
“We’ve no kmgs^m my country,” she said, taking 
ny hand m hers 
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“ Oh, I Wish I’d been bom there » ” said I , then we 
looked at one another for a minute, and I put out my 
arms and took hold of her, and drew her face near 
mine With a httle gulp m her throat she sprang up, 
caught me in her arfns, kissed me a dozen times, and 
threw herself into the big chair with me on her knees 
Now I was crying, and yet half laughmg , so I believe 
was she We did not say very much more to one an 
other Soon I stopped crying , she looked at me, and 
we both laughed 

What babies we are, Your Majesty ^ ” said she 
“ They might let me do a httle more, mightn’t they > 
Its all Krak, you know Mother wouldn’t be half so 
bad without Krak ” 

'' 0 my dear, and is Krak so horrid ? ” 

'' Horrid,” said I, with grave emphasis 
The Countess kissed me agam 
“ You’ll grow up soon,” she said Somehow the 
assurance comforted me more from her lips than from 
Victoria’s “Will you be nice to me when you grow 
up ^ ” 

“ I shall always be very fond of you,” said I 
She laughed a funny httle laugh, and then sighed 
“ If God sends me a httle son, I hope he’ll be hke 
you,” she whispered, with her cheek against mine 
“ He won’t be a king,” said I with a sigh of envy 
“ You poor dear » cooed she 

Then came my mother’s clear high bred voice just 
outside the door, descantmg on the beauty oj^,e Count^s 
parterres and orangery A swift wammg^ance flew 
from me to my hostess I scampered off my perch, and 
she stood up m respectful readmess for the entrance of 
Pi>ncess Heinrich 
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'' Don’t tell mother/’ I whispered urgently 
** Not a word » ” 

Whatever they do to you ? ” 

“ No, whatever they do to me » ’ 

My mother was in the room, the Count holding the 
door for her and closing it as she passed through I 
felt her glance rest on me for a moment , then she turned 
to the Countess and expressed all proper admiration of 
the gardens, the house, and the whole demesne 

“ And I hope Augustin has been a good boy ^ ” she 
ended 

“ The King has been very good, madame,’ returned 
the Countess Then she looked m an inquiring way at 
her husband, as though she did not quite know whether 
she were nght or not, and with a bnght blush added 
If you would let him come again some day, madame ^ ” 
My mother smiled quite graciously 
'' You mustn’t leave me out of the invitation,*' she 
said “ We will both come — ^won’t we, Augustin > ” 

‘‘ Yes, please, mother,” said I, relapsed into shyness, 
and m great fear lest our doings should be discovered 
Say good bye now,” commanded the Princess 
I should have hked to kiss the Counters again, but 
such an act would have risked a betrayal Our adieu 
was made m proper form, the Countess accompanying 
us to the door There we left her curtsying, while the 
Count handed my mother mto the carriage I looked 
round, and the Countess blew me a surreptitious kiss 
When ^had driven a httle way, my ;piothe;; said, — 

“ Do you hke the Countess von Sempach ^ ” 

Yes, very much ” 

“ She w^s kind to you > ” 

“ Very, mother ” 
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‘‘ Then »vhy have you been crying, Augustin ^ " 

'' I haven't been crying," said I The he was needful 
to my compact with the Countess, my honour was 
rooted in dishonour 

‘‘ Yes, you have," Said she, but not quite in the ac 
cusmg notes that generally marked the detection of 
falsehood She seemed to look at me more m curiosity 
than m anger Then she bent down towards me 
“ What did you talk about > " she asked 

“ Nothing very particular, mother She asked me if 
I liked being king " 

And what did you say ^ " 

I said I liked it pretty well " 

My mother made no answer I stole a look at her 
handsome clean cut feaures , she was frowning a little 

“ I didn't tell her much," said I, aiming at pro- 
pitiation 

“ Much of what ^ " came sharply, but not unkmdly 
Yet the question posed me 

Oh, I don't know ’ " I murmured forlornly , and I 
was surpnsed when she turned and kissed me, saymg, — 
We all love you, Augustin , but you have to be 
King, and ydU must learn how " 

Yes ’ " I assented The thing was quite mevitable , 
I knew that 

Silence followed for a httle while Then my mother 
said, — 

‘‘ When you're ten you shall have a tutor and your 
own servants, Ajigustm " 

Hastily I counted the months There were nine 
;^ut what did the proposal mean ^ Was I to be a free 
mam then ^ 

And we women will leave you alone," my mother 
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went on She kissed me again, adding, You don’t 
like us, do you ^ ’’ 

I like you, mother,’’ I said gravely, '' at least gene 
rally— not when you let Kr— the Baroness— a—’’ 

Never mind the Baroness,” she interrupted Then 
she put her arm round my neck, and asked me m a 
very low voice, You didn’t like the Countess better 
than me, did you, Augustin ^ ” 

N — ^no, mother,” said I, but I was an unaccomphshed 
hypocnte, and my mother turned away My thoughts 
were not on her, but on the prospect her words had 
opened to me 

Do you mean that the Baroness won’t be my gov 
erness any more > ” 

Yes You’ll have a governoi, a tutor ” 

” And shall I >” 

” I’ll tell you all about it soon, dear ” 

The rest of our drive was m silence My mind was 
full to overflowing of impressions, hopes, and wonders , 
my mother’s gaze was fixed on the windows of the 
carnage 

We reached home, and together went up to the school 
room It was not tea-time yet, and lesson books were 
on the table Krak sat beside it, grave, grim, and gray 
Victona was opposite to her Victoria was crying Past 
experience enlightened me , I knew exactly what had 
happened Victoria had a delightfully unimpressionable 
soul , no rebuke from Krak brought her to tears Krak 
had been^ppmg her knuckles, and her tears were an 
honest trAute to pain, with no nonsense of merely 
wounded sensibility about them My mother went up 
and whispared to Krak Krak had, of course, nsen, and 
stood now listenmg with a heavy frown My mother 
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drew herself up proudly , she seemed to brace herself 
for an effort I heard nothing except, I think you 
should consult me," but our quick children's eyes ap- 
prehended '*the meaning of the scene Krak was being 
bearded There was no doubt of it, for presently 
Krak bowed her head m a jerky unwilling nod and 
walked out of the room My mother stood still for a 
moment with a vivid red colour m her cheeks Then 
she walked across to Victoria, lifted one of her hands 
from the table, and kissed it 

“ You're going to have tea with me to day, children," 
said she, “ and we'll play games afterwards Augustin 
shall play at not bemg a king " 

I remember well the tea we had and the games that 
followed, wherein we all played at bemg what we were 
not, and for an evening cheated fate of its dues My 
mother was merriest, for over Victoria and myself there 
hung a veil of unreality, a consciousness that indeed 
we played and set aside for an hour only the obstinate 
claims of the actual But we were all merry , and 
when we parted — for my mother had a dinner party — 
we both kissed her heartily , me she kissed often I 
thought that she wanted to ask me agam whether 
I liked the Countess better than her, but was afraid 
to risk the question V^hat I wanted to say was that 
I liked none better, if she would be always what she 
was this evenmg , but I found no skill adequate to a 
declaration of affection so conditional It would be 
to make a market of my kisses, and I had nqs^yet come 
to the age for such bargams 
Then we were left alone, Victoria and I, to sit to- 
gether for a v^ile in the dusk , and, sitting there, we 
totted up that day's gains They were uncertain yet 
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seemed great All that had passed I told Victoria, 
save what m loyalty to my Countess I might not , 
Victoria imparted to me the story of the knuckle 
rapping For her an added ]oy lay in the fact that on 
this occasion, if ever, she had deserved the affliction , 
she had been gloriously naughty, and gloried in it now 
Did not her sinfulness enhance the significance of this 
revolution ^ So carried away were we by our triumph 
that now again, after a long interval, we allowed oti^ 
imagination to paint royalty in glowing colours, and 
our Arabian Nights and fairy tales seemed at last not 
altogether cunnmgly wrought deceptions When we 
had gone to bed, again we met, I creeping into her 
room, and rousing her to ask whether in truth a new 
age had come and the yoke of Krak been broken from 
off our backs Victoria sat up in bed and discussed the 
problem gravely For me she was sanguine, for herself 
less so , for, said she, they go on worrying the girls for 
ever so long She won't rap your knuckles any more," 
I suggested, fastenmg on a certain and tangible advan- 
tage Victoria agreed that m all likelihood her knuckles 
would henceforth be mviolate , and she did not deny 
such gam as lay there Thus in the endT won her to 
cheerfulness, and we parted merrily, declaring to one 
another that we were free , and I knew that in some 
way the pretty American Countess had lent a hand 
to knockmg off our chains 

Free * A wonderful word that, whether you use it 
of a child-%a man, a state, a world, a universe » That 
evening we seemed free In after days I received from 
old Hammerfeldt (a great statesman, as history will one 
day allow) some lectures on the little pre^ant, powerful, 
empty word He had some nght to speak of freedom , 
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he had seen it fought for by Napoleon, praised by 
Talleyrand, bought by Castlereagh, interpreted by 
Matternich Should he not then know what it was, its 
value, its potency, and its sweetness — ^why men died for 
it, and delicate women who loved them cheered them 
on ^ Once also in later years a beautiful woman cried 
to me, with white arms outstretched, th^t to be free was 
life, was all m all, the heart’s one satisfaction Her I 
pressed, seeking to know wherein lay the attraction and 
allurement that fired her to such extravagance And 
I told her what the Prince had said to me half way 
through his pinch of snuf 

'' ' Sire ’ said he ' to become free — ^what is it > It is 
to change your master ' 

The lady let her arms fall to her side, reflected a 
moment, smiled, and said, — 

“ The Prince was no fool sire ” 

As the result of this da^^ that I have described, I had 
become free I had changed my master 

We did not, however, pay any more visits to the 
Countess 



CHAPTER III 


SOME SECRET OPINIONS 

Even such results as might be looked for on Prince 
von Hammerfeldt’s theory of the meaning of freedom 
were in my case arrested and postponed by a very 
serious illness which attacked me on the threshold of 
my eleventh year We had gone to Schloss Artenberg, 
according to our custom in the summer , it was holiday 
time , Krak was away , the talked-of tutor had not 
arrived The immediate fruit of this temporary eman- 
cipation was that I got my feet very wet with dabbling 
about the river, and, being under no sterner control 
than Victona’s, Imgered long in this condition Next 
day I was kept in bed, and Victoria was in sore dis- 
grace To be brief, the mischief attack-^^d my lungs 
Soon I was seriously ill » A number of grave black 
coated gentlemen came and went about the bed on 
which I lay for several weeks Of this time I have 
many curious impressions , most of them centre round 
my mother She slept m my room, and I believe 
hardly ever left me I used to wake from uneasy sleep 
and look across to her bed , always in a few moments 
she also awoke, came and gave me what I needed or 
asked for, and then would throw a dressmg-gown round 
her and walk softly to and fro on bare feet, with her 
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long fair hair hanging about her shoulders Her face 
looked different in those days , yet it was not soft as 
I have seen mothers’ faces when their sons lay sick or 
dead, but rather excited, urgent, defiant , the lips were 
set close, and the eyes gleamed She did not supplicate 
God, she fought fate , or, if God and fate be one, then it 
was God whom she fought , and her battle was untiring 
I knew from her face that I might die, but, so far as I 
can recall my mood, I was more curious about the effect 
of such an event on her and on Victoria than concerning 
^ its import to myself I asked her once what would 
happen if I died , would Victoria be queen > She for- 
bade me to ask the question , but I pressed it, and she 
answered hastily, Yes, yes, but you won’t die, Augustm 
— you shan’t die ” I was not allowed to see very much 
of Victoria, but a day or two afterwards she sat with 
me alone for a little while, and I told her she would 
be queen if I died 

No Mother would kill me ” she said with absolute 
conviction, in no resentment or fear, but in a simple 
certitude 

Why ^ Because you didn’t bnng me in when I got 
wet ^ 

“ Yes — if you died of it,” nodded Victoria 

** I don’t believe it,” I said boldly Why shouldn’t 
she like you to be queen > ” 

She’d hate it,” said Victona 
She doesn’t hate me being king ” 

You’rp a boy ” 

I wondered dimly then, and I have wondered since 
(hardly with more knowledge), what truth or whether 
any lay behind my sister’s words , she believed that, 
apart from any unjust blame for my misfortune, her 
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mother would not willmgly see her queen Yet why 
not ^ I have a son, and would be glad to lay down my 
burden and kiss his hand as he sat on the throne Are 
all fathers such as I ^ Nay, and are all mothers such as 
mme ^ I know not , and if theme be any position that 
opens a man’s mind to the Socratic wisdom of knowmg 
his own ignoiance, it is that in which my life has been 
spent But it can hardly be that the curious veiled 
opposition which from about this time began to exist 
between my mother and my sister was altogether 
singular It was a feeling not inconsistent with duty, 
with punctilious observance, not even with love , but 
there was in it a sort of jealousy, of assertion and counter 
assertion It seemed to me, as I became older, to have 
roots deeper than any accidental occurrence or environ 
ment, and, so far as I came near to the difficult analysis 
to spring from the relation of one woman who was 
slowly but surely bemg forced to lay down what she had 
prized most in her womanhood and another who, slowly 
but surely also, became aware that hers was the prize in 
her turn, and thrust forward a tentative hand to grasp 
it If I am at all right m this notion, then it is plain 
that feelings slight and famt although ncFt non existent 
in ordinary homes, might be intensified m such a family 
as ours, and that a new and great impulse would have 
been imparted to them by such an artificial accentuation 
of the mevitable as must have resulted had I died, and 
my sister been called to the first place Among men 
the cause of such an antagonism is far less jiowerful , 
advancmg years take less from us and often bring what 
to older eyes is a good recompense for lost youth, and 
seems to youth itself more precious thair any of its own 
possessions Our empire, never so brilliant as a woman’s 
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in its prime, is of stuff more durable and less shaken by 
the wmd of Time's fluttering garment as he passes by 
My confessor came to see me sometimes He was an 
eminent divine, nominated to his post by Hammerfeldt, 
m reward, I believe, for some political usefulness I do 
not thmk he saw far into a child's heart, or perhaps I 
was not like most children He was always comforting 
me, telling me not to be afraid, that God was merciful, 
Christ full of love, and the samts praymg for me Now 
I was not in the least afraid , I was veiy curious about 
death — I had never seen it — but I was, as I have said, 
more curious about the world I should leave behind I 
wanted to know what would be done when I was dead, 
and where I was to be buried Would they fire the 
guns and parade the troops ^ I did not rise to the con 
ception of myself not knowing anything of what they 
did I thought I should be there somehow, locking on 
from heaven , and I thmk that I rather enjoyed the 
prospect A child is very self centred I had no doubt 
that I should be the object of much attention m heaven 
on that day at least I hmted somethmg of what was 
passing in my mind to the confessor He did not 
appear to follow the drift of my thoughts He told me 
again that I had been a good boy, and that now, if I 
prayed and was sorry for my faults, I should be happy 
and should please God This did not touch the point 
that engaged my attention I tried whether my mother 
could help me, and I was surprised when the tears 
started into her eyes, and she bade me, almost roughly, 
to be quiet However when Victoria came we talked it 
all over Victoria cried a little, but she was quite clear 
as to her own»position in the procession, and we had 
rather an animated dispute about it She said also that 
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some one in heaven would hold me, and we differed 
again as to the celestial personage m whose lap I was to 
sit I am afraid that here our imaginations were as- 
sisted by the picture of the Holy Family in the chapel 
of the Schloss 

Not the least tiresome incident of this time was that 
Krak felt it her duty to display affection I do not mean 
to assert that Krak was not and had not been all along 
fond of me, but in ordmary seasons to feel affection was 
with Krak no reason at all for displaying it I do more 
justice to Krak now , then I did not appreciate the 
change in her demeanour On questionmg Victoria, 
I found that Krak's softness did not extend beyond the 
limits of my sick room , she had indeed ceased the 
knuckle rappmg, but in its place she curtailed Victoria’s 
liberty and kept her nose to the grindstone pitilessly 
Why should caresses be confined to the sick, and kind 
ness be bought only at the price of threatened death > 
I was mclmed to refuse to kiss Krak, but my mother 
made such a point of compliance that I yielded re 
luctantly In days of health Krak had exacted, morn- 
ing and evening, a formal and perfunctory peck , 4if I 
gave her no more now she looked aggrieved and my 
mother distressed Had Krak been possessed by a 
real penitence, I would have opened my arms to her , 
but I was fully aware that her mood was not this she 
merely wanted to know that I bore no malice for just 
disciplme, and it went to my heart even apparently to 
concede this position There seemed to me something 
a little un!air m her proceedmgs , they were^ attempts 
to obtam from me admissions that I should have re- 
pudiated scornfully in hours of health I knew that 
concessions now would prejudice my future liberty In 
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days to come (suppo^mg I recovered) my hostility to 
Krak would be met by, “ Remember how kind she was 
to you when you were ill,” or “ 0 Augustm, you didn’t 
say that of the Baroness when she brought you grapes 
m your illness” I hkd plenty of grapes There are 
few things which human nature resents more than a 
theft of its grievances I was polite to Krak but I 
lodged a protest with my mother and confided a pas 
sionate repudiation of any treaty to Victoria’s sym 
pathetic ear Victoria was all for me , my mother 
was stern for a moment, and then smiling faintly, told 
me to try to sleep 

After several months I took a decided and rapid turn 
towards recovery This, I think, was the moment in 
which I realized most keenly the fictitious importance 
which my position imparted to me The fashion of 
everybody’s face was changed , mother, doctors, nurses 
servants, all wore an air of victory When I was 
carried out on to the terrace at 4rtenberg, rows of 
smiling people clapped their hands I felt that I had 
done something very meritorious in getting better, and 
I hoped secretly that they would give me ]ust as fine a 
procession as ^though I had died Victoria got hold of 
a newspaper, and, before she was detected and silenced 
read me a sentence, — 

** By the favourable news of the King’s health a 
great weight is hfted from the heart of the country 
There is not a house that will not be glad to day ” 

I was pleased at this, although rather surpri^^d Tak 
mg thought with myself I concluded that, although 
^ kingship had hitherto failed to answer mv private ex 
potations andMesires, yet it must be a more important 
thing even m these days than I had come to suppose 
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I put a question to my mother, pointing at one of the 
gardeners 

If Josefs son was ill and I was ill,” said I, '' which 
would Josef wish most to get better^ ” 

The King should be before a thousand sons to him,” 
she answered quickly and in a proud agitated voice 
But a moment later she bade me not ask foolish ques 
tions I remember that I studied her face for some 
moments It was a little difficult to make out how she 
really felt about me and my kingship 
Convalescence was a pleasant season Stynan dis 
ciphiie was relaxed, and I was allowed to do very nearly 
all that my strength enabled me Victoria shared in 
the indulgence of this time , I remember we agreed 
that there would be somethmg to be said for never 
getting quite well Had getting quite well meant 
going back to Krak, I should have felt this point of 
view most strongly, but I was not to go back to Krak 
There was a talk of a governor of tutors and masters 
Hammerfeldt came down and had a long conversation 
with my mother She came out from the interview 
with flushed cheeks, seeming vexed and perturbed , but 
she was composed again when the Prince took his leave, 
and said to him pleasantly, — 

“ You mustn't take him away from me altogether, 
Prmce ” 

“ We rely on your influence above everything 
madame,” was Hammerfeldfs courtly answer, but 
my mother watched his retreating figure wit]^ a rather 
bitter smile Then she turned to me and asked, — 

“ Shsfll you be glad to have tutors ? ” 

Krak was m the distance with Victoria , my mother 
perceived my eyes travellmg in that direction 
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Poor old Baroness ’ You never liked her, did you, 
Augustin?” 

No,” said I, emboldened by this new and confi- 
dential tone 

Try to think more kindly of her,” she advised, but 
I saw that she was not in the least aggrieved at my 
want of appieciation ‘'You don’t like women, do 
you?” 

" Only you, and Victoria, and ” I hesitated 

" And Anna ? ” 

" Oh, of course, old Anna ” 

" Well, and who else ? ” 

" The Countess von Sempach,” said I, a little timidly 
" Haven’t you forgotten her ? ” asked my mother, and 
her smile became less bright 

" No, I’ve — I’ve not forgotten her,” I murmured 
“Does she ever come to see you, mother— here at 
Artenberg, I mean ? ” 

“ No, darlmg,” said my mothe^ 

I did not pursue the srj-bject I had eyes good 
enough to see that my dislike for Krak was pleasanter 
to my mother than my liking for the Countess Women 
seem to me to^have the instinct of monopoly, and not 
to care for a share of affecti 9 n Such, at least, was 
my mother’s temperament, mtensifie^, no doubt, by the 
circumstance that m future days my favour and liking 
might be matters of importance She feared from 
another woman just what she feared from Hammerfeldt, 
hiS governor, and his tutors , probably her knowledge 
of the worfd made her dread another woman ilEore than 
any number oj men She feared even Victoria, her 
own daughter and my sister But a woman, very pretty 
and S3mipathetic, who would be only twenty-eight when 
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was eighteen, must have seemed to her mind the 
greatest peril of all It is one of the drawbacks of 
conspicuous place that a man’s likings and fancies, his 
merest whims, are invested by others wi*h an impor- 
tance that throws its reflection back on to his own 
mind , he is able to recollect only with an effort that 
even m his case there are a good many things of no 
importance I did not make these observations as a 
small boy at Artenberg, but even as a small boy I 
knew very well that the Countess von Sempach would 
not be invited to the Schloss Nor was she My 
mother guarded the gate, a jealous angel 
Thus a pleasant summer passed at Artenberg, and 
in the autumn we returned to Forstadt Then I ha( 
my procession, though it seemed scaicely as brilliant 
or interesting as that wherein Victoria had held first 
place while I looked down, a highly satisfied spectator, 
from heaven I was eleven years old now, and perhaps 
just the first bloom was wearmg off the wonder of the 
world Foi recompense, but not in full requital, I was 
more awake to the meaning of things around me, and 
I fear much more awake to the importance of myself, 
Augustm Now I appropriated the cheers at which 
before I had marvelled, and approved the enthusiasm 
that had before amused me My mother greeted these 
signs in me , since I was to leave the women, she would 
now have me a mail^^as soon as might be , besides, she 
had a woman’s natural impatience for my full growth 
They love us most as babies, when they are Providence 
to us , Sast as boys, when we make light of them , 
more agam when as men we return to rule and be 
ruled, bartermg slavery in one matter ’for dominion in 
another, and workmg out the equilibnum of power 
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But after my procession m the cathedral, when I was 
giving thanks for rescue from a death that had never 
been terrible and now seemed remote and impossible, 
I saw my Countess She was nearly opposite to me 
Her husband was not '^ith her he was on guard in the 
nave with his regiment I wanted to make some sign 
to her, but I had been told that everybody would be 
looking at me When I was crowned, ^'everybody’’ 
had meant Krak, and I had feared no other eye I 
was more self conscious now I was particularly alert 
that my mother should observe nothing But the 
Countess and I exchanged a glance , she nodded cau- 
tiously , almost immediately afterwards I saw her wipe 
iier eyes I should have liked to talk to her, tell her 
that I liked being a king rather better, and give her 
the glad tidings that the dominion of Krak had ended , 
but I got no chance of doing anything of the sort, being 
carried away without coming nearer to her 

Victoria was in very low spirits that evening It had 
suddenly come upon her that she was to be left to 
endure Krak all alone Victoria and I were not some 
how as closely knit together as we had been , she was 
now thirteen, growing a tall girl, and* I was but a little 
boy Yet our relations were not, I imagine, quite what 
they would have been between brother and sister of 
such relative ages in an ordinary case The authority 
which elder sisters may be seen so readily to ape and 
assume was never claimed by Victoria , my mother 
would not^have endured such presumption for a mo 
ment I think Victoria regarded me as a smgularly 
Ignorant person, who yet, by fortune's freak, was in- 
vested with a strange importance and the prospect at 
least of great and indefinite power She therefore took 

2 
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1 good deal of pains to make me understand her point 
view, and to convert me to her opinions Her 
present argument was that she also ought to be re 
lieved from Krak 

'' Krak was mother’s goverfiess till mother was 
eighteen,” I reminded her 

' Awful ’ ” groaned poor Victoria 
'' In fact, mother’s never got rid of Krak at all ” 

'' Oh, that’s different I shouldn’t m the least mind 
keeping Krak as my daughter’s governess,” said Victoria 
That would be rather fun ” 

It would be very cruel, considermg what Krak 
does,” I objected 

Dim hmtings of the grown up state were in Victoiia , 
she looked a little doubtful 

It wouldn’t matter when she was quite young,” she 
concluded But I’m nearly fourteen Augustin, will 
you ask mother to send Krak away when I’m fifteen > ’ 

* No ” said I I had a wholesome dread of straining 
the Prerogative 

'' Then when I’m sixteen > ” 

I don’t see what I’ve got to do with it,” said I 
restlessly 

Victoria became huffy 

You’re King, and you could do it if you liked,” she 
said '' If I was King, I should like to do things foi 
people — for my sister anyhow ” She pouted in much 
vexation 

'' Well, perhaps, I’ll try some day,” said I reluctantlv 
'' Oh, you dear boy » ” cned Victoria, and she immedi 
ately gave me three kisses 

I was certainly on my way to leanx the secret of 
populanty In my experience Victona’s conception of 
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the kingly office is a veiy common one, and Victoria's 
conduct in view of a refusal to forward her views and 
of a consent, extremely typical For Victoria took no 
account of my labours, or of the probable trouble I 
should undergo or of the snub I should incur She 
called me a dear boy, gave me three kisses, and went off 
to bed in much better spirits And all the while my 
own secret opinion was that Krak was rather good for 
Victoria It has generally been my secret opmion that 
people had no busmess to receive the thmgs which they 
have asked me to give to or procure for them When 
the merits are good the King's help is unnecessary 



CHAPTER IV 

TWO OF MY MAKERS 

Physically my parents' child, with my father's tall 
stature and my mother's clean cut features, intellectually 
I was more son to Hammerfeldt than to any one else 
From the day when my brain began to develop, his was 
the preponderating influence I had a governor, a good 
soldier, General von Vohrenlorf , I had masters , I had 
one tutor, of whom more presently (he for a time bade 
fair to dispute the Prmce's supremacy) , but above them 
all, mouldmg me and controllmg them, was this remark 
able old man At this time he was seventy years old 
he had been a soldier till thirty, smce then a diplomatist 
and pohtician I do not thmk m all things as Hammer 
feldt thought — time moves, and each man's mind has its 
own cast — but I will make no claim to originality at the 
cost of depreciatmg what I learned from him He was a 
solitary man Once he had taken a wife , she left him 
after two years He used to talk about her as though she 
had died at the date when she ran away, without bitter 
ness, with an mdulgent kmdness, with^a full recognition 
of her many ments Those who did not know the story 
httle supposed that the lady lived still m Pans His 
conduct m this matter was highly charactenstic He 
regarded passions and emotions as things altogether 
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outside and independent of the rational man Their 
power could not be denied m their own sphere and 
season , he admitted that they must be felt — raw feelmg 
was their provmce , he denied that they should affect 
thought or dommate action In others they were his 
opportunity, in himself a luxury that had never been 
dangerous, or an ailment that was troublesome but 
never fatal He was hard on a blunder , as a necessary 
presupposition to effective negotiation or busmess, he 
recognized a binding code of honour he has frequently 
told me he did not understand the theological conception 
of sin He had eaten of our salt and was our servant , 
thus he would readily have died for us , but he prayed 
pardon if we asked him to believe in us “ Conduct," 
he said once, is the outcome of selfishness limited by 
self conceit " It was his way so to put thmgs as to stiip 
them of friendly decent covenng , had he said self 
interest limited by self respect, the axiom would have 
been more accepted and less quoted A superficial 
person used to exclaim to me, “ And yet he is so kind ^ " 
A man without ideals finds kmdness the easiest thing 
in the world In truth he was kind, and in a con 
fidential sort of way that seemed to chuckle and wmk, 
saying, “ We're rogues together, then I must lend you 
a hand " But he could be ruthless also, displa3nng a 
cunous aloofness from his fellow men and an uncon- 
sciousness of any sufienng he might inflict that left 
mere cruelty far behind If I were makmg an auto- 
maton king, I would model my machine on the Imes of 
Hammerfeldt He had no belief in a future life, but 
would sometimes trifle whimsically with the theory of 
a transmigration of souls, he traced all beliefs in im- 
mortality to the longing of those who were unfortunate 
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here (and who did not think himself so >) for a recom- 
pense (a revenge he called it) hereafter, and declared 
transmigration to be at once the most mgenious and the 
most picturesque embodiment of this yearning He 
played billiards extremely well, and excused his skill 
on the ground that he was compelled to pass the time 
while foreign diplomatists and his own colleagues were 
makmg up their minds I do not think that he ever 
hesitated as to what he had best do He was of an 
extremely placid and happy temper As may be 
anticipated from what I have said, he regarded no man 
as utterly lost unless he were completely under the 
influence of a woman 

Yet it was by Hammerfeldt's will that Geoffrey Owen 
became my daily companion and familiar friend Voh 
renlorf visited me once or twice a week, and exercised 
a perfunctory supermtendence I had, of course, many 
masters who came and went at appointed hours Owen 
lived with me both at Forstadt and at Artenberg At 
this time he was twenty five , he excelled my own adult 
stature, and walked with the free grace of a well bred 
English gentleman His dark hair grew thick, nsmg 
from his forehead m a wave , his face wa^ong and thin, 
and a slight moustache veiled a humorous tender mouth 
There was about the man a pervading sympathy , the 
desire to be friends was the first characteristic of his 
manner , he was talkative, eager, enthusiastic If a man 
were good, it seemed to Owen but natural , if he were 
a rogue, my tutor would set it down to anythmg m the 
world save his own fault Everybody could be mended 
if everybody else would try Thus he brought with 
him mto our conservative military court® and society the 
latest breath of generous hope and human aspiration 
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that had blown over Oxford Surely this was a strange 
choice of Hammerfeldt's > Was it made in ignorance 
of the man, or with some idea that my mind should 
be opened to every variety of thought, or m a careless 
confidence that his own mfluence was beyond shakmg, 
and that Owen's spirit would beat hopelessly against 
the cage and never reach mine m its prison of tradition ^ 
A boy that would not have worshipped such a man 
as Geoffrey Owen must have wanted heart and fire I 
watched him first to see if he could ride , he rode well 
When he came he could not fence in six months he 
was a good hand with the foils , physical fatigue seemed 
as unknown to him as mental inertia There was no 
stram and no cant about him , he smoJ ed hard, drank 
well after exertion, with pleasure always He delighted 
to talk to my mother, chaf&ng her Styrian ideas with 
a graceful deference that made her smile Victoria 
adored him openly, and Krak did not understand why 
he was not odious Thus he conquered the Court, and 
I was the first of his slaves It would be tedious to 
anybody except myself to trace the gradual progress 
of our four years' mtimacy and friendship, of my four 
years' traimng and enlightenment Shall I summarize it 
and say that Owen taught me that there were folks 
outside palaces and that the greatness of a station, even 
as of a man, stood not m the multitude of the things 
that it possessed ^ The summary is cold and colourless , 
it smacks of duty, of obligations unwillmgly remem- 
bered, of ^selfish' pleasures reluctantly forgone As I 
became old enough to do more than listen entranced to 
his stories, it seemed to me that to be such a man as 
he was and (not knowing that he himself was) admired, 
could be no duty, but only a happy dream There has 
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been m my family, here and there, a vem of fancy or of 
mysticism, turnmg sometimes to religious fervour, again 
sometimes to soldierly enthusiasm and a knight errantry 
in arms, the rum and despair of cool statesmanship On 
this element Owen's teachmg laid hold and bent it to 
a more modern shape I would not be a monk oi a 
Bayard, but would serve humanity holding my throne 
a naked trust, whence all but I might reap benefit, 
whereon I must sit burdened with the sorrows of all , 
and thus to be burdened was my joy With some boys 
no example could have made such ideas acceptable, or 
gamed an5rthmg but scornful wonder for them , in me 
they struck answermg chords, and as I rambled in the 
woods at Artenberg already m my mind I was the 
Perfect King 

Where would such a mood have led ^ Where would 
it have ended > What at the last would have been my 
state and fame 

On my fifteenth birthday Prmce von Hammerfeldt, 
now m his seventy fifth year, came from Forstadt to 
Artenberg to offer me congratulations Though a boy 
may have such thoughts as I have tried to describe, 
for the most part he would be flogged to death sooner 
than utter them , to the Prmce above all men an in 
stmct bade me be silent But Owen rose readily to 
the old man's skilful fly , he did not lecture the Mimster 
nor preach to him, but answered his questions simply 
and from the heart, without show and without disguise 
Old Hammerfeldt's face grew mto a network «of amused 
and tolerant wrmkles 

My dear Mr Owen," said he, I heatd all this forty 
— ^fifty — years ago Is it not that '\em Jacques has 
ctossed the Channel, turnmg more sickly on the way ? " 
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Owen smiled Mine was the face that grew red in 
resentment, mine the tongue that burned to answer 
him 

‘ I know what you mean, sir, ^ laughed Owen Still 
doesn’t the world go forward ^ ” 

'' I see no signs of it,” replied Hammerfeldt with a 
pinch of snuff, '' unless it be progress to teach rogues 
who aren’t worth a snap to prate of their worth Well, 
it IS pretty enough m you to think as you thmk What 
says the King to it > ” He turned to me with a cour- 
teous smile, but with an unceremoniously intent gaze 
in his eyes 

I had no answer ready , I was still excited 
'' I have tried to interest the Kmg in these lines of 
thought,” said Owen 

^*Ah yes — ^very proper/’ assented Hammerfeldt, his 
eyes still set on my face We must have more talk 
about the matter Princess Heinrich awaits me now ” 
Owen and I were left together He was smiling, but 
rather sadly , yet he laughed outright when I, carried 
beyond boyish shame by my mdignation, broke into 
a tirade and threw back at him something of what he 
had taught m"^ Suddenly he mterrupted me 

“ Let’s go for a row on the river and have one pleasant 
afternoon,” he said, laymg his hand on my shoulder 
‘‘ The Prince does not want us any more to day ” 

The afternoon dwells in my memory In my behef 
Owen’s quick mind had read somethmg of the Prince’s 
purpose, for he, was more demonstrative of affection 
than was his wont He seemed to eye me with a pitiful 
love that puzzled me , and he began to talk (this also 
was rare with him) of my special position — ^how I must 
be apart from other men— and to speculate in seemiiiLg 
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idleness on what a place such as mine would be to him 
and make of him All this came between our spurts 
of rowing or amongst our talk of sport or of flowers as 
we lay at rest under the bank 

If there were two kmgs here, as there were in 
Sparta ’ ” I cried longingly 

There were Ephors too,” he remmded me, and we 
laughed Hajnmerfeldt was our Ephor 

There was a banquet that night I sat at the head 
of the table, with my mother opposite and Hammerfeldt 
at her right hand The Prince gave my health after 
dmner, and passed on to a waim and eloquent eulogy 
on those who had tramed me In the course of it he 
dwelt pointedly on the obligation under which Geoffrey 
Owen had laid me, and of the debt all the nation owed 
to one who had inspired its kmg with a liberal culture 
and a zeal for humanity I could have clapped my 
hands in delight I looked at Owen, who sat far down 
the table His gaze was on Hammerfeldt, and his lips 
were parted in a smile I did not understand his 
smile, but it persisted all through the Prmce's graceful 
testimony to his services It was not like him to 
smile with that touch of satire when h^'was praised 
But I saw him only for an mstant before I went to 
bed, and others were with us so that I could ask no 
explanation 

The next morning I rose early, and in glee, for I was 
to go huntmg Owen did not accompany me , he was, 
I understood to confer with Hammerfeldt ^y jovial 
governor Vohrenlorf had charge of me A merry day 
we had and good sport , it was late when came 
home, and my anxious mother awaited One in the hall 
with dry slippers She had a meal spread for me, and 
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herself came to share it Never had I seen her so 
tender or so gentle I had a splendid hunger, and fell 
to, babblmg of my skill with the gun between hearty 
mouthfuls 

I wish Owen had been there ” I said 
My mother nodded, but made no answer 
Is the Prince gone > ” I asked 
“ No, he IS here still He stayed m case you should 
want to see him, Augustm ” 

“ I don’t want him,” said I with a laugh, as I pushed 
my chair back But I was glad he talked like that 
about Owen last night I think I’ll go and see if Owen’s 
in his room ” I rose and started towards the door 
“ Augustm, Mr Owen is not m his room,” said my 
mother in a strangely timid voice 
I turned with a start, for I was sensitive to every 
change of tone in her voice 
” Do you know where he is ? ” I asked 
‘‘ He is gone,” said she 

I did not ask where, nor whether he would return 
I sat down and looked at her , she came smoothed my 
hair back from my forehead, and kissed me 

I have not sent him away,” she said “ I couldn’t 
help it The Prince was resolved and he has power ’ 

But why ? ” burst from my hps 
It IS the Prmce’s doing, not nune,” she reminded 
me The Prince is here, Augustm ” 

Why, yes, at least old Hammerfeldt would not run 
away 

My hps were quivenng I was nearer tears than pnde 
had let me be for three years past, gnef and anger uniting 
to make me sore and desolate There seemed a great 
gap made m my life , my dearest compamon was gone — 
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the source of ail that most held my fancy and filled my 
imnd dried up But before I could speak again a tall 
lean figure stood in the doorway, helmet in hand Ham 
merfeldt was there , he was asking if the King would 
receive him My mother turned an inquiring glance on 
me I bowed my head and choked down a sob that 
was in my throat The old man came near to me and 
stood before me , there was a httle smile on his lips, 
but his old eyes were soft 

** Sire,” said he, addressmg me with ceremonial defer 
ence and formahty, “ Her Royal Highness has told you 
what I have done m Your Majesty's service I should 
be happy m Your Majesty’s approval ” 

I made him no answer 

^ A king, sire,” he went on, should sip at all cups 
and dram none, know all theories and embrace none, 
learn from all men and be bound to none He may be 
a pupil, but not a disciple , a hearer, but always a cntic , 
a friend, never a devotee 

I felt my mother's hand resting on my shoulder , I 
sat still, looking in the Pnnce’s eyes 

** Mr Owen has done his work well,” he ;went on, but 
his work IS done Do you ask, sire, why he is gone ^ I 
wdl give you an answer I, Pnnce von Hammerfeldt, 
would have Augustin and not Geoffrey for my master 
and my country's ” 

Enough for to night, Pnnce Leave him now,” my 
mother urged m a whisper 

The Prmce bent his head shghtly, but remafiied where 
he stood for a moment longer Then he bowed very 
low to me, and drew back a step, still ^cmg me My 
mother prompted me with what I suppose was the proper 
formula 
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“You are convinced of the Prince’s wisdom and devo 
tion m everything, aren’t you, Augustin ^ ” she said 
“ Yes,” said I “ Will Mr Owen write to me ^ ” 

“ When Your Majesty is older. Your Majesty will, of 
course, use your own^pleasure as to your correspond 
ence,” returned Hammerfeldt 
He waited a moment longer, and then drew back 
farther to the door 

“ Speak to the Prince, Augustin ” said my mother 
“ I am very grateful to the Pnnce for his care of me,” 
said I 

Hammerfeldt came quicldy up to me and kissed my 
hand “ I would make you a true kmg, sire,’^ said he , 
and with that he left us 

So they took my friend from me, and not all the 
kindness with which I was loaded in the time followmg 
his loss hghtened the gnef of it Presently I came to 
understand better the meaning of these things, and to 
see that the King might have no fnend , for his friend 
must be an enemy to others, perhaps even to the King 
himself Shall I now blame Hammerfeldt^ I do not 
know I was coming to the age when impressions sink 
deep into the mind , and Geoffrey Owen was a man 
whose mark struck very deep Besides, he had those 
theories ^ It was not strange m Hammerfeldt to fear 
those theories Perhaps he was nght , with his state 
craft it may well be that he could have done no other 
than what he did But to my fifteen years old thoughts 
these refiections^were not present They had taken my 
fnend from me In my bed that night I wept for him, 
and my days seemed empty for the want of him It 
was to me as though he had died, and worse than that , 
there are things as final as death, yet lacking death’s 
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gentleness Such is it to be cut off, li\:ing friend from 
hvmg friend, and hving heart from heart not grown cold 
in the grave I have told this story of my tutor and 
myself first for the influence Owen had on me, more 
for the effect wrought in me by the manner in which 
I lost him There must be none very near me , it 
seemed as though that stern verdict had been passed 
There must be a vacant space about the throne Such 
was Hammerfeldt’s gospel He knew that he himself 
soon must leave me , he would have no successor in 
power, and none to take a place in love that he had 
neither filled nor suffered to be filled As I wandered, 
alone now, about the woods at Artenberg I mused on 
these things, and came to a conclusion rather bitter for 
one of my years I would tie no more bonds, to have 
them cut with the sword , if love must be slam, love 
should be bom no more , to begin was but to prepare a 
sad endmg I would not be drawn on to confidence or 
friendship I chose not to have rather than to lose, not 
to taste rather than leave undrained the cup of sweet 
intimacy Thus I armed my boyhood at once against 
gnef and love In all that I did in after days this 
determination was always with me, ofteif overborne for 
the time by emotions and passions, but always ready to 
reassert itself in the first calm hour, and relentlessly 
to fetter me m a pnson of my own making My God, 
how I have longed for fnends sometimes ^ 

Geoffrey Owen I saw but once again I had written 
twice to him, and received respectful, friendly, bnef 
answers But the sword had passed through his heart 
also , he did not respond to my invitation, nor show 
a desire to renew our intimacy Perhaps he was afraid 
to mn the nsk, in truth, even while I urged him, I 
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was half afraid myself Had he come again, it would 
not have been as it had been between us Very likely 
we bath in our hearts preferred to rest m memories, 
not to spoil our thoughts by disappomtment, to be 
always to one another just what we had been as we 
lowed together that last afternoon at Artenberg* when 
the dim shadow of partmg did no more than deepen 
our affection and touch it to a profounder tenderness 
And that time when I saw him agam ? I was driving 
through the gates of an English palace, encircled by 
a brilliant troop of soldiers, cheered by an interested 
good humoured throng Far back in their ranks, but 
standing out above all heads, I saw his face, paler and 
thmner, more gentle even and kmdiy He wore a soft 
hat crushed over his forehead, as I passed he hfted 
and waved it, smiling his old smile at me I waved 
my hand, leaning forward eagerly , but I could not stop 
the procession As soon as I was withm I sent an 
equerry to seek him, armed with a descnption that he 
could not mistake But Geoffrey Owen was nowhere to 
be found , he had not awaited my messenger Having 
signalled a friend’s greeting across the gulf between us, 
he was gone ^ I could have found him, for I knew that 
he dwelt m London, working, wntmg, awakening hope 
m many, fear m some, thought m all But I would not 
seek him out, nor compel him to come to me, since 
he would not of his own accord So he went his way, 
I mine, and I have seen him no more Yet ever on 
my birthday I dram a cup to him, and none knows 
to whom the Kmg drinks a full glass silently It is 
my libation on a friendship’s grave Perhaps it would 
support an interpretation more subtle For when I 
stood between Owen and Hammerfeldt, torn this way 
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and that, uncertain whom I should follow through life, 
was not I the humble transitory theatre of a great 
and secular struggle ? It seems to me that then the 
Ideal and the Actual jomed in battle over me — ^Hector 
and Achilles, and I the body of i^atroclus ! Alas, poor 
body f Greatly the combatants desire it, little they 
reck of the loughness it suffers in their struggle * The 
Spint and the World — am I over fanciful if I seem to 
see them incarnated m Geoffrey Owen and old Hammer 
feldt > And victory was with the World Yet the 
conquered also have before now left their mark on lands 
which they could not hold 



CHAPTER V 

SOMETHING ABOUT VICTORIA 

I FEEL that I give mvoluntanly a darker colour to my 
life than the truth warrants When we sit down and 
reflect we are apt to become the prey of a curious delu 
Sion, pain seems to us the only reality, pleasure a 
phantasm or a dream Yet such reality as pain has 
pleasure shares, and we are m no closer touch with 
eternal truth when we have headaches (or heartaches) 
than when we are free from these afflictions I wonder 
sometimes whether a false idea of dignity does not 
mislead us Would we all pose as martyrs > It is 
nonsense, for most of us life is a tolerable enough 
busmess — if we would not think too much about it 
We need not |)ride ourselves on our griefs , it seems as 
though joy were the higher state because it is the less 
self conscious and rests in fuller harmony with the great 
order that encircles us 

As I grew older I gamed a new and abiding source 
of pleasure m the contemplation and study of my sister 
Victoria I have anticipated matters a little m telling 
of my tutor’s departure , I must hark back and pick up 
the thread of Victona’s history from the time when I 
was hard on fharteen and she near fifteen — ^the tune 
when she had implored me to nd her of Krak I had 
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hated Krak with that healthy full blooded antipathy 
whose faculty one seems to lose m later years It is a 
tiresome thing to be driven by experience to the dis 
covery of some good m everybody , your fine black 
fades to neutral gray Often I regret the dehghtfully 
partial views of earher days And so many people 
succeed m preservmg them to a green and untutored 
old age ’ They are Popes always to their heretics 
Such was and is Victoria she never changed in her 
views of other people In contrast she was, as regards 
herself, of a temperament so elastic that impressions 
endured hardly a moment beyond the blow, and pleas 
ures passed without depositing any residuum which 
might form a store against evil days If Krak had cut 
her arm off, its perpetual absence might have made 
Victoria remember the fault which was paid for by 
amputation, the moral effect of rapped knuckles dis 
appeared with the comfort that came from sucking 
them Perhaps her disposition was a happy chance 
for her, since the Stynan disciphne (although not^ of 
course, in this blankly physical form later on) persisted 
for her long after it had been softened for me I touch 
again perhaps on a pomt which has caugKt my attention 
before undoubtedly my mother kept the status of 
childhood imposed on Victona fully as long as nature 
countenanced the measure Krak did not go , a laugh 
greeted my hint Krak stayed till Victoria was sixteen 
For my part, smce it was mevitable that Krak should 
disciplme somebody, I think heaven was mild m settmg 
her on Victoria Had I stayed under her sway I should 
have run mad Victoria laughed, cried, Joked, dared, 
submitted, offended, defied, suffered, wept, and laughed 
again all m a wmter's afternoon She was by way of 
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putting on the dignity of an elder with me and shutting 
off from my gaze her tnals and reverses But there 
was no one else to tell the ]oke to, and I had it all each 
mght before I slept 

But now Victoria was sixteen , and Krak, elderly, 
pensioned, but unbroken, was gone She went back to 
Styria to chasten and ultimately to enrich (I would not 
for the world have been privy to their prayers) some 
nephews and nieces It seemed strange, but Krak was 
homesick for Styria She went Victoria gave her the 
tribute of a tear, surprised out of her before she re 
membered her causes for exultation Then came their 
memory, and she was outrageously triumphant A new 
era began , the buffer was gone , my mother and Victoria 
were face and face And in a year as Victona said, in 
two or three as my mother allowed, Victoria would be 
grown up 

I was myself, most unwilhngly, a cause of annoyance 
to Victoria, and a pretext for her repression Impor 
tance flowed m on me unasked, unearned To speak in 
homely fashion, she was always a bad second,” and 
none ^ave herself attributed to her the normal status or 
privileges of an elder sister Her wrath was not visited 
on me, but on those who exalted me so unduly Even 
while she resented my position she was not, as I have 
shown, above using it for her own ends This adapta 
bihty was not due to guile she forgot one mood when 
another came, and compromised her pretensions m the 
effort to compass; her desires Princess Heinrich seized 
on the inconsistency, and pointed it out to her daughter 
with an exaspeiating lucidity 

“ You are ready enough to remember that Augustin 
IS King when you want anything from him,” she would 
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observe You forget it only when you are asked to 
give way to him ” 

Victoria would make no reply — the Krak traditions 
endured to prevent an answer to rebukes — but when we 
were alone she used to remark* "" I should thmk an 
iceberg’s rather hke mother Only one needn’t hve 
with icebergs ” 

Quite suddenly, as it seemed, it occurred to Victoria 
that she was pretty She lost no time in advertising 
the discovery through the medium of a thousand new 
tncks and graces , a determined assault on the affections 
of all the men about us, from the lords in waiting down 
to the stablemen — an assault that ignored existing 
domestic ties or pre engaged affections — was the next 
move m her campaign When she was extremely angry 
with her mother she would say, “ How odious it must be 
not to be young any more ^ ” I thought that there was 
sometimes a wistful look in my mother’s eyes Was she 
thinking of Krak, Krak in far off Styna > Perhaps, for 
Dnce, when Victoria was hitting covertly at Krak, my 
nother remarked m a very cold voice, — 

You remember your pumshments, you don’t remem 
Der your offences, Victoria ” 

I could huger long on these small matters, for I find 
nore interest and incitement to analysis m the attitude 
)f women towards women than in their more obvious 
elations with men, but I must pass over a year of 
relied conflict, and come to that incident which is the 
ahent point in Victona’s girhsh history It coincided 
thnost exactly in time with the dismissal of Geoffrey 
)wen, and my preoccupation with that event diverted 
ny attention from the earher stages of Viotona’s affair 
>he was just seventeen, grown up in her own este§» 
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(and she adduced many precedents to fortify her con 
tention), but in my mother's eyes still wantmg a year 
of quiet home life before she should be launched mto 
society Victona acquiesced perforce, but turned the 
flank of the decree by ensuring that the home life should 
be by no means quiet She set to work to prepare for 
u§ a play — comedy or tragedy I knew not then, and 
am not now quite clear Our nearest neighbour at 
Artenberg dwelt across the river m the picturesque old 
castle of Waldenweiter , he was a young man of twenty 
two at this time, handsome, pleasant, and ready for 
amusement His father being dead, Frederick was his 
own master — ^that is to say, he had no master Victoria 
fell in love with him The Baron, it seemed, was not 
disinclined for a romance with a pretty princess per 
haps he thought that nothmg senous would come of it, 
and that it was a pleasant enough way of passmg a 
summer, or, perhaps, being but twenty two, he did 
not think at all, unless to muse on the depth of the 
blue m Victoria’s eyes, and the comely Imes of her 
figure as she rowed on the river To say truth, Victona 
gave him small time for reflection 
As I am convmced, before he had well considered the 
situation, he had fallen mto the habit of attendmg a 
rendezvous in a backwater of the stream about a mile 
above Artenberg Victona never went out unaccom 
pamed, and never came back unaccompamed It was 
discovered afterwards that the trusted old boatman 
could be feought^off with the price of beer, and used 
to disembark and seek an ale house so soon as the back 
water was reached The meetmg over, Victoria would 
rettim m high spints, displaying too an unusual affection 
towards my mother either a blind or through remorse, 
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or (as I inchne to think) through an amiability born of 
triumph , there was at times even a touch of commisera 
tion m her manner, and more than once she spoke to 
me m a tone of philosophical speculation, on the useless 
ness of endeavouring to repress natural feehngs, and the 
futihty of treating as children persons who were already 
grown up This mood lasted some time — ^so long, I sup 
pose, as the stolen dehght of doing the thing was more 
prominent than the dehght in the thing itself A month 
passed and brought a change Now she was silent 
absent, pensive, very kmd to me, more genuinely sub 
missive and dutiful to her mother The first force of my 
blow had left me, for Owen had been gone now some 
months , I began to observe my sister carefully To my 
amazement she, formerly the most heedless of creatures, 
knew in an mstant that she was watched She drew ofi 
from me, setting a distance between us , my answer was 
to withdraw my compamonship, smce only thus could I 
convince her that I had no desire to spy I had not 
guessed the truth, and my mother had no inMing of it 
Princess Hemnch's ignorance may seem strange, but I 
have often observed that persons of a masterful temper 
are rather easy to delude , they have such difficulty in 
conceivmg that they can be disobeyed as to become 
ready subjects for hoodwinking I recollect old Ham 
merfeldt saymg to me, In public affairs, sire, always 
expect disobedience, but be chary of rewarding obedi 
ence" My mother adopted the second half of the 
maxun, but disregarded the first She always expected 
obedience, Victoria knew it, and built on her know 
ledge a confident hope of impunity in deceit 
Now on what harsh word have I stumbled > For 
deceit savours of meanness Let me amend and seek 
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the chpnty, the neutral tolerance, of some such word as 
concealment For things good and things bad may be 
concealed, things that people should know and things 
that concern them not, great secrets of State and the 
flutterings of hearts Victona practised coneealment 
I found her crying once — crying alone in a corner of 
the terrace under a ludicrous old statue of Mercury I 
was amazed , I had not seen her cry so heartily since 
Krak had last ill treated her I put it to her that some 
such affliction must be responsible for her despair 

“ I wish it was only that, ’ she answered “ Do go 
away, Augustin ” 

'' I don’t want to stay,’ said I ‘ Only if you want 
anything ” 

“ I wonder if you could she said with a sudden 

flush No, it’s no use,” she went on And it’s 
nothing Augustin, if you tell mother you found me 
crying, I’ll never ” 

You know qmte weU that I never tell anybody any 
thing,” said I, rather offended 

Then go away, dear,” urged Victona 
I went away I had been feehng very lonely myseH, 
and had sought?* out Victoria for company’s sake How 
ever, I went and walked alone down to the edge of the 
nver It was clear that Victoria did not want me, and 
apparently I could do nothing for her I have never 
found myself able to do very much for people, except 
those who did not deserve to have anything done for 
them Perhaps poor Victoria didn’t, but I was not 
aware of her dements then I repeated to the nver 
my old reflection I don’t see that it’s much use being 
you know,*'’ said I, as I flung a pebble and looked 
aopQSs at the towers of Waldenweiter That fellow’s 
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better off than I am," said I , and I wished agam that 
Victoria had not sent me away There is a period of 
life dnrmg which one is always being sent away , and it 
was not quite over for me yet, in spite of my dignity 
At last came the crash A little carelessness born 
of habit and impunity, the treachery of the old boatman 
under the temptation of a gold piece, the girl's lack of 
savotr fatre when charged with the offence — ^here was 
enough, and more than enough I recollect bemg sum 
moned to my mother’s room late one evenmg, just 
about my bedtime I went and found her alone with 
Victoria The Princess sat in her great amichair 
Victoria was leanmg against the wall when I entered, 
her handkerchief was crushed in one hand, the other 
hand clenched by her side 

Augustin," said the Princess, Victoria and I go to 
Biarritz to morrow " 

Victoria’s quick breathmg was her only comment 
My mother told me m brief, curt, offensive phrases that 
Victoria had been carr3nng on a flirtation with our 
opposite neighbour I have no doubt that I looked 
surprised 

You may well wonder » ’ cried my mother " If she 
could not remember what she was herself, she might 
have remembered that the King was her brother " 

“ I’ve done nothing Victoria began 

Hold your tongue," said my mother If you were 
in Styna, mstead of here, you'd be locked up in your 
own room for a month on bread and^water^ yes, you 
may think yourself lucky that I only take you to 
Biamte " 

Styna I " said Victoria with a very bitter ^mula If 
I were m St3n:ia I should be beheadKi, i daresay, or — 
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or knouted, or something Oh, I know what Styna 
means ^ Krak taught me that ” 

I wish the Baroness was here,^’ observed the Princess 
“ You’d tell her to beat me, I suppose ^ ” flashed out 
my sister 

“ If you were three years younger ” began my 

mother, with perfect outward composure Victoria in- 
terrupted her passionately 

' Oh, never mmd my age ^ I’m a child still J Come 
and beat me * ” she cried, assuming the air of an 
Iphigema 

To this day I am of opinion that she ran a risk in 
giving this invitation , it was well on the cards that the 
Princess might have accepted it Indeed, had it been 

Styria But it was not Styna My mother turned 

to me with a cold smile 

You perceive,” said she, the spirit m which your 
sister meets me because I object to her comproimsing 
herself with this wretched Baion She accuses me of 
persecution, and talks as though I were an executioner ” 

I had been looking very cunously at Victoria She 
was m a dressing gown, having been called apparently 
from her bedrOom , her hair was over her shoulders 
She looked most prettily woe begone — ^hke Juliet before 
her angry father, or, as I say, Iphigema before the knife 
In a moment she broke out agam 

** Nobody feels for me,” she complained ** What can 
Augustm Imow of it ? ” 

I know,” obsjsrved my mother “ But although I 
know 

Oh, you’ve forgotten,” cned Victoria scornfully 
t For n momeflt my mother flushed I was glad on 
all ^ accounts that Victoria did not repeat her previous 
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invitation now On the contrary, when she had looked 
at Princess Heijinch, she gave a sudden frightened sob, 
rushed across the room, and flung herself on her knees 
at my feet 

“ You're the King f " she cried “ Protect me, pro 
tect me ^ " 

Throughout all this very painful interview I seemed 
to hear as it were echoes of the romances which I had 
read on Victoria's recommendation, the reminiscence 
was particularly strong m this last exclamation How 
ever, it is not safe to conclude that feelings are not 
sincere because they are expressed in conventional 
phrases These formulas are moulds into which our 
words run easily , though the moulds be hollow, the 
stuff that fills them may be sohd enough 

** Why, you don't want to marry him ? " I exclaimed, 
much embarrassed at bemg thus prematurely forced into 
functions of a pere de famille 

m never marry anybody else," moaned Victoria 
My mother's face was the picture of disgust and scorn 
“ That's another thing," said she ‘‘ At least the Kmg 
would not hear of such a marnage as this " 

Do you want to marry him ^ " I ‘^sked Victoria, 
chiefly, I confess, m curiosity I had risen — or fallen — 
m some degree to my position, and it seemed strange 
to me that my sister should wish to marry this Baron 
Fritz 

I — I love him, Augustin," groaned Victoria 
She knows it's impossible, as well as you do," said 
my mother She doesn't really want to do it " 
Victona cried quietly, but made no reply or protest 
I was bewildered , I did not understand then how we 
may passionately desire a thing which we would not do. 
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and may snatch at the opposition of others as an excuse 
alike for refusal and for tears Lookin|| hack, I do not 
think, had we set Victoria free m the boat and put the 
sculls in her hands, that she would have rowed over to 
Waldenweiter But did she, then, deserve no pity^ 
Perhaps she deserved more , for not two weak creatures 
like the Princess (I crave her pardon) and myself stood 
between her and her wishes, but she herself — the being 
that she had been fashioned into, her whole life, her 
nature, and her heart, as our state had made them If 
our soul be our prison, and ourself the gaoler, in vain 
shall we plan escape or offer bribes for freedom where 
soever we go we carry the walls with us , and if death, 
then death alone can unlock the gates 
The scene grew quieter Victoria rose, and threw 
herself into a chair in a weary puzzled desolation , my 
mother sat quite still, with eyes intent on the floor, and 
lips close shut A sense of awkwardness grew strong 
on me , I wanted to get out of the room They would 
not fight any more now , they would be very distant to 
one another , and, moreover, it seemed clear that Vic 
tona did not propose to marry Baron Fritz But what 
about poor Baron Fritz ^ I approached my mother, and 
whispered a question She answered me aloud 

I have written to Prince von Hammerfeldt A 
letter from him will, I have no doubt, be enough to 
ensure us agamst further impertinence ” 

Victoria dabbed her eyes, but no protest came from 
her 

We shall start midday to morrow,” the Princess 
pursued, ** unless, of course, Victoria refuses to accom 
pany me ” Her voice took a tmge of irony Possibly 
your wishes may persuade her, Augustin, if mme cannot ” 
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Victona raised her head suddenly, and said \ery 
distinctly, — 

'' I will do wnax Augustm tells me The emphatic 
word m that sentence was '' Augustin 
My mother smiled bitterly she understood well 
enough the implicit declaration of war, the appeal from 
her to me, the shiftmg of allegiance I daresay that she 
saw the absurdity of putting a boy not yet sixteen into 
such a position , but I know that I felt it much more 
strongly 

** Oh, you’d better go, hadn’t you ^ ” I asked u^^ 
comfortably '' You wouldn’t be very jolly here, you 
know” 

“ I’ll do as you tell me, Augustin ” 

Yes, we are both at your orders,” said my mother 
It crossed my mmd that their journey would not be 
a very pleasant one, but I did not feel able to entei into 
that side of the question I resented this reference to 
me, and desired to be nd of the affair 

‘‘ I should like you to do as mother suggests,” said I 
** Very well, Augustm,” said Victona, and she rose to 
her feet She was a tall graceful girl, and looked ver} 
stately as she walked by her mother The Princess 
made no movement or sign , the grim smile persisted 
on her lips After a moment or two of wavermg I fol 
lowed my sister from the room She was just ahead of 
me m the passage, movmg towards her bedroom with 
a slow listless tread An impulse of sympathy came 
upon me , I ran after her, caught her by the arm, and 
lassed her 
'' Cheer up,” I said 

“ Oh, it’s all nght, Augustm,” said she I’ve only 
been a fool ” 
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Theie seemed nothing else to do, so I kissed her 
again 

Fancy Biarritz with mother » ” she moaned Then 
she turned on me suddenly, almost fiercely ‘*But 
whafs the good of asking anythmg of you^ You’re 
afraid of mother still ” 

I drew back as though she had struck me A moment 
later her arms were round my neck 

Oh, never mmd, my dear,” she sobbed Don’t 
you see I’m miserable ^ Of course I must go with her ” 

I had never supposed that any other course was 
practicable The mtroduction of myself into the busi 
ness had been but a move in the game Nevertheless it 
marked the begmnmg of a new position for me, as rich 
m discomfort as, according to my experience, are most 
extensions of power 



CHAPTER VI 

A STUDENT OF LOVE AFFA.IRS 

The departure to Biarritz was carried through without 
further overt hostilities It chanced to be holidays with 
me all my tutors were on their vacation , my governor, 
Vohrenlorf, on a visit at Berlin Hearing of my soli 
tude, he msisted on making arrangements to return 
speedily , but for a few days I was left quite alone, 
saving for the presence of my French body-servant 
Baptiste I liked Baptiste , he was by conviction an 
anarchist, by prejudice a freethinker , one shrug of 
his shoulders disposed of the mstitutions of this world, 
another relegated the next to the limbo of delusions 
He was always respectful, but possessed an unconquer 
ably mtimate manner , he could not forget that man 
spoke to man, although one might be putting on the 
other’s boots for hmi He regarded me with mmgled 
affection and pity I had overheard him speakmg of 
U fauvre peUt ro % , the pomt of view was so much my 
own that from the instant my heart went out to Baptiste 
Smce he attributed to me no sacro-sanctity,J[ie was not 
officious and persistent in his attendance while he was on 
duty , in fact he left me very much to my own devices 
To my mother he was pohte but cold / he adored Vic- 
toria, declaring that she was worthy of being Ffench , 
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his great hatred was for Hammerfeldt, whom he accused 
of embodying the devil of Teutonism Hammerfeldt 
was aware of his feclmgs and played with them, while 
he trusted Baptiste mor^ than anybody about me He 
did not know how attached I was to the Frenchman, and 
I did not mtend that he should learn I had received 
a sharp lesson with regard to parading my preferences 
It was through Baptiste that I heard of Baron Fritz’s 
side of the case, for Baptiste was friendly with Fntz’s 
servants The Baron, it appeared, was m despair 
** They watch him when he walks by the nver,” de 
dared Baptiste with a gesture in which dismay and 
satisfaction were curiously blended 

'' Poor fellow ’ ” said I, leaning back in the stern of 
the boat To be in such a state on Victoria’s account 
was odd and deplorable 

Baptiste laid down the sculls and leant forward, 
smiling 

‘‘ It is nothing, sire,” said he It must happen now 
and again to all of us M le Baron will soon be well 
Meanwhile he is — oh, miserable ’ ” 

'' Is he all alone there ^ ” I asked 
Absolutely,* sire He will see nobody ” 

I looked up at Waldenweiter 
He has not even his mother with him,” said Bap 
liste , the remark, as Baptiste delivered it, was nn 
pertment, and yet so mtangibly impertinent as to afford 
no handle for reproof He meant that the Baron was 
free from an aggravation , he said that he lacked a 
consolation 

“ Shall I go ahd see him ? ” I asked In truth I was 
rather curious alx)ut him , it was a pleasure to me to 
break out of my own surroundings 
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What would the Prince say > '' said Baptiste 
" He need not know Row ashore there '' 

You must not go, sire It would be known, and 

they would say " Baptiste^s shrug was eloquent 

Do they always talk about ever3rthing one does '' 
‘‘Certainly, sire, it is youi privilege," smiled my 
servant “But I think he might come to you That 
could be managed — ^not in the Schloss, but in the wood, 
quite privately I can contrive it " 

Baptiste did contrive it, and Baron Fritz came I 
was now just too old to scorn love, just too young to 
sympathize fully with it There is that age m a boy's 
life, but smee he holds his tongue about it, it is apt 
to escape notice, and people jest on the sudden change 
in his attitude towards women Nothmg m nature is 
sudden , no more, then, is this transition I looked 
curiously at Fritz , he was timid with me I perceived 
that he was not an ordmary young nobleman, devoted 
only to sport and wine , he had something of Owen's 
romance, but in him it was self-centred, not open wide 
to embrace the universe of thmgs beautiful and ugly 
He thanked me for receiving him m a rather elaborate 
and artificial fashion I wondered at once that he had 
caught Victoria's fancy , her temperament seemed too 
robust for him He began to speak of hei in some 
very poetical phrases , he quoted a line of poetry about 
Diana and Endymion I had been made to turn it 
mto Latm verses, and its sentiment fell cold on my 
soul He spoke of his passion with-, desperation, and, 
I thought, with pride He said that, happen what 
imgM, his whole life was the Princess's , but he did 
not mention Victona's name , he said^ “ her " with an 
air of mystery, as thoa^ spies lurked in the woods 
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There was nobody save Baptiste, standing sentry to 
guard this secret meeting I gave the Baron a cigar- 
ette, and lit one myself , I had begun the habit, though 
still surreptitiously 

You must have known there’d be a row ^ ” I sug- 
gested 

“ Tell me of her ’ ” he cried “ Is she in great gnef ^ ” 

I did not want to tell him of Victoria , I wanted 
him to tell me about himself As soon as he under- 
stood this, I am bound to say that he gratified me at 
once I sat looking at him while he described his 
feelings , all at once he turned and discovered my gaze 
on him 

Go on,” said I 

The Baron appeared uncomfortable His eyes fell 
to the ground, and he tried to puff at his cigarette 
which he had allowed to go out I daresay he thought 
me a strange boy , but he could not very well say so 
You don’t understand it > ” he asked 
Partly,” I answered 

'' We never had any hope,” said he, almost lux- 
miously 

But you enjoyed it very much I suggested I 
was quite grave about it m my mind, as well as in my 
face 

'' Ah ’ ” sighed he softly 
And now it’s all over ’ ” 

I see her no more I think of her She thinks of 
me ” 

” Perhaps,” said I meditatively I was wondering 
whether they did not think more about themselves 

Didn’t you thwik you might manage it ? ” 

Alas, no Sorrow was always m our joy 
3 
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'' What are you going to do now ? '' 

What IS there for me to do ^ ” he asked despairingly 
'' Sometimes I think that I cannot endure to live '' 

Baptiste told me that they watched you when you 
walked by the river 

He turned to me with a very interested expression of 
face 

'' Do they really > he asked 
So Baptiste said 

“ I promised her that, whatever happened, I would 
do nothing rash,'' said he '' What would her feelings 

'' We should all be very much distressed," said I, in 
my best Court manner 

‘‘ Ah, the world, the world ’ " sighed Baron Fritz 
Then with an air of great courage he went on, Yet 
how am I so different from her > " 

I think you are very much alike," said I 

" But she is — a Princess » " 

I felt that he was laying a sort of responsibility on 
me I could not help Victoria bemg a Princess He 
laughed bitterly I seemed to be put on my defence 

" I think it ]ust as absurd as you do,« I hastened to 
say 

" Absurd • " he echoed ** I didn't say that I thought 
it absurd Would not Your Majesty rather sky tragic ^ 
There must be kings, pnnces, princesses, our hearts 
pay the price " 

I was growmg rather weary of this Baron, and won 
dering more and more what Victorfa had discovered 
in him But my lack of knowledge led me into an 
error , I attributed what wearied me nn no degree to 
the Baron himself, but altogether to his condition 
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This, then, is what it is to be in love I was saying 
to myself , I summoned up the relics of my scorn, once 
so abundant and vigorous The Baron perhaps de 
tected the beginnings of ennui he rose to his feet 

“ Forgive me if I sajT that Your Majesty will under 
stand my feelings better in two or three years,” he 
observed 

** I suppose I shall,” I answered, rather uneasily 

“ Meanwhile I must live it down , I must master it ” 

'' It’s the only thmg to do ” 

And she ” 

“ Oh, she’ll get over it,” I assured him, nodding my 
head 

I am inclined sometimes to count it among my mis 
fortunes that the first love affair with which I was 
brought mto intimate connection and confronted at an 
age still so impressionable should have been of the 
shallow and somewhat artificial character betrayed by 
the romance of my sister and Baron Fritz She was a 
headstrong girl, longmg to exercise power over men, 
surprised when a temporary gust of feelmg earned her 
mto an emotion unexpectedly strong, he was a self 
conscious fellow, hugging his woes and delighting in 
the picturesqueness of his misfortune The notion left 
on my mmd was that there was a great deal of nonsense 
about the matter Baptiste strengthened my opmion 
I ask your pardon, sire,” he said with a shrug but 
we know the sentimentality of the Germans What is 
it > Sighs ^and then beer, more sighs and more beer, a 
deluge of sighs and a deluge of beer A Frenchman 
is not like that m his little affairs ” 

What does a Frenchman do, Baptiste ^ ” I had the 
turiosity to ask 
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Ah,” laughed Baptiste, “ if I told Your Majesty now, 
you would not care to visit Paris , and I long to go to 
Paris with Your Majesty ” 

I did not pursue the subject I was conscious of a 
disenchantment, begun by Victoria, continued by the 
Baron The reaction made in favour of my mother I 
acknowledged the wisdom of her firmness and an ex 
cuse for her anger I realized her causes for annoyance 
and shame, and saw the hollowness of the lovers’ pleas 
I had thought the Princess very hard , I was now 
inclined to think that she had shown as much self- 
control as could be expected from her Rather, to my 
own surprise, I found myself extending this more favour 
able judgment of her to other matters, entenng with a 
new sympathy mto her disposition, and even forgiving 
some harsh thmgs which I had never pardoned The 
idea suggested itself to my mind that even the rigours 
of the Styrian discipline had a rational relation to the 
position which the victims of it were destined to fill 
She might be right in supposing that we could not be 
allowed the indulgence accorded to the common run of 
children We were destined for a special purpose, 
and, if we were not made of a special cl^, yet we must 
be fashioned mto a special shape It is hard to dis- 
entangle the influence of one event from that exerted 
by another Perhaps the loss of Owen, and the conse 
quently increased influence of Hammerfeldt over my 
life and thoughts, had as much to do with my new 
feelings as Victoria’s love affair , but m anyacslse I date 
#iis time a fresh development of myself I was 
growmg into my kmgship, begmnmg to realize the 
cbnteption of it, and to fill up that conception in my 
own mmd Th!© moment was of importance to me, for 
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it marked the beginning of a period durmg which this 
idea of my position was very dommant and coloured all 
I did or thought I did not change my opinion as to 
the discomfort of the post, but its importance, its 
sacredness, and its paramount claims grew larger and 
larger in my eyes It seems curious but had Baron 
Frit^ been a different sort of lover, I thmk that I should 
have been in some respects a different sort of king 
It needs a constant intellectual effort to believe that 
there is anything except accident m the course of the 
world 

Hammerfeldt’s persistent pressure drove the love lorn 
Baron, still undrowned (had the watchers been too 
vigilant ^), on a long foreign tour, and in three months 
the Princess and Victona'^returned I saw at once that 
the new relations were permanently established between 
them my mother displayed an almost ostentatious 
abdication of authority , her whole air declared that 
since Victoria chose to walk alone, alone in good truth 
she should walk It was the attitude of a proud and 
domineering nature that answers any objection to its 
sway by a wholesale disclaimer at once of power and 
responsibility •Victoria accepted her mother’s resolu 
tion, but rather with resentment than gratitude They 
had managed the affair badly my mother had lost 
influence without gaimng affection , my sister had 
forfeited guidance but not achieved a true liberty 
She was hardly more her own mistress than before, 
Hammerfel^t, screened behmd me, now trammelled 
her, and she had a statesman to deal with instead of a 
mother Only once she spoke to me concerning the 
Baron and his affair, the three months had wrought 
some change here also 
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her observation ) Did I not perceive that she must hail 
the prospect with relief ^ I was to know that her mother 
and herself were at one on this matter , she was obliged 
for my kindness, but thought that I need not concern 
myself in the matter Considerably relieved, not less 
puzzled, with a picture of Victoria sobbing and the 
Baron waikmg (well watched) by the river’s brink, I 
withdrew from my sister’s presence It occurred to me 
that to take a husband in order to escape from a mother 
was a peculiar step , I have smce seen reason to suppose 
that it is more common than I imagmed 
The history of my private life is (to speak broadly) the 
record of the reaction of my public capacity on my 
personal position , the effect of this reaction has been 
almost uniformly unfortunate The case of Victoria’s 
marriage affords a good mstance It might have been 
that here at least I should be suffered to play a fraternal 
and grateful part My fate and Hammerfeldt ruled 
otherwise There were two persons who suggested 
themselves as suitable mates for my sister, one was 
the reigning king of a country which I need not name, 
the other was ^Prince William Adolphus of Alt Gronen 
stahl, a prince of considerable wealth and unexception- 
able descent, but not in the direct succession to a throne, 
nor likely to occupy a promment position m Europe 
Victona had never quite forgiven fortune (or perhaps 
me either) for not making her a queen in the first in 
stance , she was eager to repair the error She came 
to me and*begged me to exert my influence m behalf of 
the Kmg, who was understood through his advisers to 
favour the suggestion I was most happy to second her 
wishes, although entirely sceptical as to the value of 
my assistance I recollect very well the interview that 
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followed between Hammerfeldt and myself , throughout 
the Prince treated me en rot, speaking with absolute 
candour, disclosmg to me the whole question, and as 
summg in me an elevation of spirit superior to merely 
personal feelmgs 

‘‘ After Your Majesty," said he, the Princess is heir 
to the throne We have received representations that 
the union of the two countries m one hand could not be 
contemplated by the Powers Now you, sire, are young , 
you are and must be for some years unmarried , life is 
uncertain, and (here he looked at me steadily) your 
physicians are of opinion that certam seeds of weakness, 
sown by your severe illness, have not yet been eradicated 
from your constitution It is necessary for me to offer 
these observations to Your Majesty " 

The old man’s eyes were very kind 
“ It’s all right, sir,’’ said I ‘‘ Go on ’’ 

We all trust that you may live through a long reign, 
and that your son may reign after you — it is, mdeed, 
the only strong wish that I have left m a world which I 
have weU nigh done with But the other possibility has 
been set before us, and we cannot igijore^t ’’ 

From that moment I myself never ignored it 
It was suggested that Prmcess Victoria should 
renounce her rights of successiorf I need not remind 
Your Majesty that the result would be to make your 
cousm Prince Ferdmand heir presumptive I desire to 
speak with all respect of the Prmce, but his succession 
would be an unmixed calamity" The Pnace took a 
pinch of snuff 

Ferdmand was very liberal m his^theones, and 
equally so, m a rather different sense, in his mode of 
hfe 
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I thought for a moment 

** I shouldn’t like the succession to go out of our 
branch,” said I 

“ I was sure of it, sire,” he said, bowing " It would 
break your mother’s heart and mine ” 

I was greatly troubled What of my ready incon 
siderate promise to Victoria ^ And apart from the 
promise, I would most eagerly have helped her to her 
way I had felt severely the lack of confidence and 
affection that had recently come about between us, 
I was hungry for her love, and hoped to buy it of her 
gratitude I believe old Hamme^rfeldt’s keen eyes saw 
all that passed in my thoughts The Styrian teaching 
had left its mark on my mind, as had the Styrian dis 
cipline on my soul God did not make you King for 
your own pleasure,” Krak used to say with that in 
stmctive knowledge of the Deity which marks those 
who tram the young No, nor for my sister’s nor even 
that I might conciliate my sister’s love Nay, again 
nor even that I might make my sister happy For 
none of those ends did I sit where I sat But I felt 
very forlorn and sad as I looked at the old Prince 

Victoria wdl be very angry,” said I I wanted to 
please her so much ” 

The Prmcess has her duties, and will recognize 
yours,” he answered 

'' Of course, if I die it’ll be all right But if I live 
she’ll say I did it just out of ill nature ” 
fhe old^man rose from his chair, lajnng his snuif box 
on the table by^ him He came up to me and. held 
out both his hands , I put mme mto them, and looked 
up mto his face- It was moved by a most rare emotion 
I had never seen him like this before 
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“ Sire,” said he in a low tone, do not think that 
nobody loves you , for from that mood it may come 
that a man will love nobody There is an old man 
that loves you, as he loved your father and your grand 
father , and your people shalF love you ” He bent 
down and kissed me on either cheek Then he released 
my hands and stood before me There was a long 
silence Then he said, — 

'' Have I Your Majesty’s authority and support in 
acting for the good of the kingdom ^ ” 

“ Yes,” said I 

But, alas, for Victoria’s hopes, ambitions, and vanity, 
for her crown, and her crowned husband » \las, poor 
sister ’ And alas, poor brother, hungry to be friends 
again > 



CHAPTER VII 


THINGS NOT TO BE NOTICED 

I HAVE not the heart to set down what passed between 
my sister and myself when I broke to her the news 
that I must be against her Impulsive in all her moods, 
and ungoverned in her emotions, she displayed much 
bitterness and an anger that her disappointment may 
excuse I have little doubt that I on my part, was 
formal priggish, perhaps absurd , all these faults she 
charged me with You cannot put great ideas m a 
boy's head without puffing him up , I was domg at cost 
to myself what I was convinced was my duty, it is 
only too likely that I gave myself some airs during the 
performance Might I not be pardoned if I talked a 
little big abou^ my position ? The pnce I was paymg 
for it was big enough It touched me most nearly when 
she accused me of jealousy, but I set it down only to 
her present rage I was tempted to soften her by 
dwelling on my own precarious health, but I am glad 
that an instmct for fair play made me leave that weapon 
unused She grew calm at last, and rose to her feet 
with a pale face 

‘‘ I have tned to do right," said I 
I shall not iorget what you have done," she retorted 
as she walked out of the room 
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I have been much alone in my life — alone in spirit, 
I piean, for that is the only lonelmess that has power to 
hurt a man — but never so much as durmg the year that 
elapsed before Victoria’s marriage was celebrated Save 
for Hammerfeldt, whose engagements did not allow him 
to be much in my company, and to whom it was pos 
sible to open one’s heart only rarely, I had nobody with 
whom I was in sympathy For my mother, although 
she yielded more readily to the mevitable, was yet in 
secret on Victoria’s side in the matter of the marriage 
Victoria had been for meetmg the foreign representatives 
by renouncing her succession , my mother would not 
hear of that, but was for defpng the protests Nothing, 
she had declared, could really come of them Hammer 
feldt overbore her with his knowledge and experience, 
leaving her defeated, but only half convmced, sullen, 
and disappointed She was careful not to take sides 
against me overtly, but neither did she seek to comfort 
or to aid me She withdrew into a neutrality that 
favoured Victoria silently, although it refused openly to 
espouse her cause The two ladies thus came closer 
together agam, leavmg me more lo myself The near 
prospect of mdependence reconciled Victoria to a tern 
porary control , my mother was more gentle, from her 
share m her daughter’s disappointment For my part, 
I took refuge more and more m books and my sport 

Amusement is the one great consolation that life 
offers, and even m this dreary time it was not lacking 
The love-lorn Baron had returned to Waldenweiter , he 
wrote to Hammerfeldt for permission , the Prmce 
refused it , the Baron rejoined that he was about to 
be rnamecL I can imagme the grim smile with which 
the old man withdrew his objection The Baron dame 
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home with his wife This event nearly broke the new 
alliance between my mother and my sister , it was so 
very difiicult for my mother not to triumph, and Victoria 
detected a taunt even in silence However, there was 
no rupture — the Baron was never mentioned, but I 
seeking distraction, niade it my business to pursue 
him as often as he ventured into his boat I overtook 
him once, and insisted on going up to Waldenweiter 
and being introduced to the pretty young Baroness 
She knew nothing about the affair, and was rather hurt 
at not bemg invited to Artenberg The Baron was on 
thorns during the whole interview but not so much 
because he must be looking a fool in my eyes as be 
cause he did not desire to seem light of love in his wife's 
Unhappily,, however, about this time a pamphlet was 
secretly printed and circulated givmg a tolerably 
accurate account of the whole affair The wrath in 
“ exalted quarters " may be imagmed I managed to 
procure (through Baptiste) a copy of this publica^tion, 
and read it with much entertainment Victoria, in spite 
of her anger, borrowed it from me It is within my 
knowledge that the Baroness received a copy from an 
unknown fnenS, and that the Baron, bemg thus driven 
into a corner, admitted that the Prmcess had at one 
time distinguished him by some attentions — and could 
he be rude^ Now, curiously enough, the report that 
got about on our bank of the nver was that there was 
no foundation at aU for the assertions of the pamphlet, 
except foolish and ill mannered persecution to 
which the Prmcess had, durmg a short period, been 
subjected After this there could be no question of 
any invitation* passing from Artenberg to Waldeir- 
weiter The subject dropped , the printer made some 
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little scandal and a pocket full of money, and persons 
who, like myself, knew the facts and could appreciate the 
behaviour of the lovers gained considerable amusemenL 
My second source of diversion was found in my 
future brother in law, William Adolphus of Alt Gronen 
stahl He was, in himself, a thoroughly heavy fellow, 
although admirably good natured and, I believe, a 
practical and competent soldier He was tall, dark, 
and even at this time inclining to stoutness , he became 
afterwards exceedingly corpulent He did not at first 
promise amusement, but a rather malicious humour 
found much in him, owing to the circumstance that the 
poor fellow was acquainted with the negotiations touch 
mg the marriage first suggested for Victoria, and was 
fully aware that he himself was m his lady’s eyes only 
a j>%s alter His dignity might have refused such a 
situation, but in the first instance he had been hardly 
more of a free agent than Victoria herself, and later on, 
as though he were determmed to deprive himself of all 
defence, he proceeded to fall genuinely m love with my 
capricious but very attractive sister I was sorry for 
him, but I am not aware that sympathy with people 
excludes amusement at them I hope not, for wide 
sympathies are a very desirable thmg William 
4dolphus, looking round for a friend, honoured me 
with his confidence, and during his visits to Artenberg 
used to consult me almost daily as to how he might 
best propitiate his deity and wean her thoughts from 
that other alliance which had so eclipsed*' his in its 
prospective brilliance 

Girls are rather difiicult to manage, he used to say 
to me ruefully ** You’ll know more about them in a 
few years, Augustin ” 
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I knew much more about them than he did already 
I am not boasting , but people who learn only from 
experience do not allow for intuition 
“ But I thmk she’s begmnmg to get fonder of me,” 
he would end, with an uphill cheerfulness 
She was not begmning to get the least fonder of 
him , she was begmnmg to be interested and excited in 
the stir of the marriage There were so many things to 
do and talk about, and so much desirable prominence 
and publicity attaching to the afrair, that she had less 
time for nursing her dislike The shock of him was 
passing over , he was fallmg mto focus with the rest of 
it , but she was not becommg m the least fonder of 
him I knew all this without the few years , with them 
he knew none of it It seems to be a mere accident 
who chances to be pervious to truth, who impervious 
In loneliness for me, in perturbation for poor William 
Adolphus, m I know not what for Victoria the time 
passed on There is but one incident that stands out, 
flaming against the gray of that monotony The full 
meaning of it I did not understand then, but now I 
know it better 

I was sitting alone in my dressing room I had sent 
Baptiste to bed, and was reading a book with mterest 
Suddenly the door was opened violently Before I 
could even rise to my feet Victoria — the door slammed 
behind her — ^had thrown herself on her knees before 
me She was in her night dress, bare footed, her hair 
loose and^ tumbled on her shoulders , it seemed as 
though she had sprung up from her bed and run to me 
She caught my arms in her hands, and laid her face 
on my knees , she said nothmg, but sobbed violently 
witfl a terrible gasping rapidity 
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'' My God, what's the matter ? " said I 
For a moment there was no answer , then her voice 
came, interrupted and half choked by constant sobs 
I can't do it, I can't do it ^ For God's sake, don't 
make me do it » " 

** Do what ? " I asked 

Her sobs alone answered me, and their answer was 
emagh I sat there helpless and still, the nervous tight 
clutching of her hands pmnmg my arms to my side 
'' You're the King, you're the King," she moaned 
Yes, I was the King , even then I smiled 
** You don't know," she went on , and now she raised 
her face streaming with tears “ You don't know — 
how can you know what it is > Help me, help me, 
Augustin ^ " 

The thmg had come on me with utter suddenness, 
the tranquility of my quiet room had been rudely 
rent by the invasion I was, in an instant, face to 
face with a strange dim tragedy, the like of which I 
had never known, the stress of which I could never 
fully know But all the tenderness that I had for 
her, my love for her beauty, and the yearning for com- 
radeship that she herself had choked rose in me, I 
bent my head till my hps rested on her hair, crying. 
Don't, darlmg, don't ^ " 

She sprang up, throwmg her arms about m,y neck, 
and looking round the room as though there were some 
th?.|ig that she feared, then she sat on my knee unci' 
nestled close to me She had ceased'^ t6 sob now, hm 
it^ was worse to me to see her face strained m sili^/t 
agony, and her eyes wept dry of tears 

Let me stay here, 4o let me stay here a httle," she 
said, as I passed my arm round her and ter heacf fell 
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on my shoulder ** Don’t send me away yet, Augustin,” 
she whispered, I don’t want to be alone ” 

‘‘ Stay here, dearest , nobody shall hurt you,” said I, 
as I kissed her My heart broke for her trouble, but 
it was sweet to me to think that she had fled from it 
to my arms After all, the old bond held between us , 
the tug of trouble revealed it She lay awhile quite 
still with closed eyes , then she opened her eyes and 
looked up at me 
“ Must I ? ” she asked 

“ No,” I answered If you will not, you shall 
not” 

Her arm coiled closer round my neck, and she closed 
her eyes again, sighing and moving restlessly Presently 
she lay very qmetj her exhaustion seeming hke sleep 
How long had she tormented herself before she came 
to me ? 

My bram was busy, but my heart outran it Now, 
now if ever, I would assert myself, my power, my posi 
tion She should not call to me in vain What I would 
do, I did not know , but the thing she dreaded should 
not be But although I was m this fever, I did not 
stir , she was resting in peace , let her rest as long as 
she would For more than an hour she lay there m 
my arms , I grew stiff and very weary, but I did not 
move At last I beheve that in very truth she slept 
The clock in the tower struck midnight, and the 
quarter, and the half hour I had rehearsed what I 
should say’ to my mother and what to Hammerfeldt 
I had dreamt how this mght should kmt her and me 
so closely that we could never again drift apart, that 
now we knew one another, and for each of us what was 
superficial m the other existed no more, but was swept 
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away by the flood of full sympathy She and I agamst 
the world if need be ^ 

A shiver ran through her , she opened her eyes wide 
and wider, looking round the^room no longer in fear, 
but in a sort of wonder Her gaze rested an instant 
on my face , she drew her arm from round my neck and 
rose to her feet, pushing away my arm There she stood 
for a moment, with a strange, fretful, ashamed look on 
her face She tossed her head, flinging her hair back 
behind her shoulders I had taken her hand and still 
held it , now she drew it also away 

What must you think of me > ” she said Good 
gracious. I’m m my nightgown ” 

She walked across to the looking glass, and stood 
opposite to it 

What a fright I look » ” she said '' How long have 
I been here ^ ” 

I don’t know , more than an hour ” 

** It was horrid in bed to night,” she said in a half- 
embarrassed yet half absent way I got thinking 
about — about all sorts of things, and I was frightened ” 
The change in her mood sealed my lips 
I hope mother hasn’t noticed that my room’s empty 
No, of course not , she must be m bed long ago Will 
you take me back to my room, Augustin ^ ” 

Yes,” said I 

She came up to me, looked at me for a moment, then 
bent down to me as I sat in my chair and kissed my 
forehead 

“ You’re a dear boy^” she said “ Was I qmte mad > ” 

I meant what I said,” I declared,^ as I stood up 
I mean it still ” 

“ Ah,” said she, flinging her hands out, ** poor Augustin, 
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you mean it still ’ Take me along the comdor, dear 
Fm afraid to go alone ” 

Sometimes I blame myself that I submitted to the 
second mood as completely as I had responded to the 
first , but I was staggered by the change, and the old 
sense of distance scattered for an hour was enveloping 
me again 

One protest I made 

'' Are we to do nothing, then ^ I asked m a low 
whisper 

We’re to go to our beds like good children,” said 
she, with a mournful httle smile * Come, take me to 
mine ” 

'' I must see you in the morning 
In the morning > Well, we’ll see Come, come ” 
Now she was urgent, and I did as she bade me But 
first she made me brmg her a pair of my shppers , her 
feet were very cold, she said, and they felt like ice 
against my hand as I touched them in puttmg on the 
slippers for her She passed her hand through my arm, 
and we went together The door of her room stood wide 
open , we went in , I saw the bed m confusion 

'' Fancy if any one had come by and seen ^ ” she 
whispered “ Now good night, dear ” 

I opened my lips to speak to her agam 
“ No, no , go, please go Good night, dear ” 

I left her standing m the middle of her room Out 
side the door I waited many imnutes I heard her 
moving about and?* gettmg into bed, then all was quiet , 
I returned to my own room 
I was up early the next mommg, for I had been able 
to sleep but httle I wanted above all things to see 
Victoria agam But even while I was dressing Baptiste 
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brought me a note I opened it hurriedly, for it was 
from her I read, — 

** Forget all about last night , I was tired and ill I 
rely on your honour to say nothing to anybody I am 
all right this morning ’’ 

She was entitled to ask the pledge of my honour, if 
she chose I tore the note in fragments and burnt them 

It was about eleven o’clock in the morning when I 
went out into the garden There was a group on the 
terrace — ^my mother, Victona, and William Adolphus 
They were laughing and talkmg, and seemed very merry 
As a rule, I should have waved a good morning,” 
and passed on for my sohtary walk To day I went 
up to them My mother appeared to be in an excel- 
lent temper, the Prmce looked quite easy and happy 
Victona was a little pale, but very vivacious She 
darted a qmck look at me, and^ cried out, the moment 
I had kissed my mother, — 

We’re settling the bridesmaids ^ You’re ]ust in time 
to help, Augustin ” 

We settled ” the bridesmaids I hardly knew 
whether to laugh or to cry during this important opera 
tion Victoria was very kind to her Jianci, receiving 
his suggestions with positive graciousness, he became 
radiant under this treatment When our task was done, 
Victoria passed her arm through his, declaring that she 
wanted a stroll in the woods As they went by me she 
laid her hand lightly and affectionately on my arm^ 
looking me full in the face the whil^ I understood 
for good or evil my lips were sealed / 

** My mother looked after the betrothed couple as they 
walked away , I looked at my mothei'^s fine high bred 
resolute face 
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I’m so glad ’ said she at last “ to see Victoria so 
happy I was afraid at one tune that she d never take 
to it Of course, we had other hopes ” 

The last words were a, hit at me I ignored them , 
that battle had been fought, the victory won and paid 
for by me in handsome fashion 

* Has she taken to it ^ ’ I asked as carelessly as I 
could But my mother s eyes turned keenly on me 
“ Have you any reason for thmking she hasn’t ^ ’ 
came m quick question 
“ No,” I answered 

The sun was shining, and Pnncess Heinnch opened 
her parasol very leisurely She rose to her feet, and 
stood there for a moment Then in a smooth, even 
and what I may call reasonable voice, she remarked — 

“ My dear Augustin from time to time all girls have 
fancies We mothers know that it aoesn t do to pa3^ 
sny attention to them They soon go if they re let 
alone We shall meet at dinner, I hope > 

I bowed respectfully, but perhaps I looked a little 
doubtful 

' It really doesn’t do to take any notice of them ” said 
my mother over'^her shoulder 

So we took no notice of them , my sister b midnight 
flight to my room and to my arms was between her and 
me, and for all the world as though it had never been, 
save that it left behind it a httle legacy of renewed 
kindliness and trust For that much I was thankful, 
but I could not forget the rest 

A month later she was married to William Adolphus 
at Forstadt 



CHAPTER VIII 

DESTINY IN A PINAFORE 

The foreign tour I undertook in my eighteenth year 
has been sufficiently, or even more than sufficiently, 
described by the accomplished and courtly pen of Voh 
renlorf’s secretary I travelled as the Count of Arten 
berg under my governor's guidance, and saw in some 
ways more, m some respects less, than most young 
men on their travels are likely to see Old Hammer 
feldt recommended for my reading the English letters 
of Lord Chesterfield to his son, and I studied them with 
some profit, much amusement, and an occasional burst 
of impatience I believe that m the Prince's opinion I, 
like Mr Stanhope, had hitherto attached too little im 
portance to, and not attained enough proficiency m 
“ the graces , " concealment was the life's breath of his 
statescraft, and the graces " help a man to hide every 
thing — ^ideals, emotions, passions, his very soul It must 
have been an immense satisfaction to the Pnnce, on 
leavmg the world at a ripe age to feel that nobody had 
ever been sure that they understood him— except, of 
course, the fools who thmk that they understand every 
body 

As far as my private hfe is concerned, one mcideiit 
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only on this expedition is of moment We paid a visit 
to my father s cousins, the Bartensteins, who possessed 
a singularly charming place in Tirol The Duke was 
moderately rich, very able, and very indolent He was 
a connoisseur in music and the arts His wife, my 
cousin Elizabeth, was a very good natured woman of 
seven or eight and thirty, noted for her dairy and fond 
of out of door pursuits , her devotion to these last had 
resulted in her complexion being rather reddened and 
weather beaten We were to stay a week — ^an unusually 
long halt, and even before we arrived I detected a 
simple slyness in my good Vohrenlorf’s demeanour 
When a secret was afoot, Vohrenlorf's first apparent 
effort was to draw everybody’s attention to the fact of 
its existence Out of perversity I asked no questions 
and left him to seethe in his over boiling mystery I 
knew that I should be enlightened soon enough I was 
quite right , before I had been a day with my relatives 
it became obvious that Elsa was the mystery I sup 
pose that it is not altogether a common thmg for a 
youth of eighteen, feehng himself a man, trying to think 
hunself one, just become fully conscious of the power 
and attraction the women he meets, to be shown a 
child of twelve, and given to understand that in six 
years’ time she wiU be ready to become his wife The 
position, even if not as uncommon as I suppose, is curious 
enough to justify a few words of description 
I saw Elsa first as she was rolhng down a lull, with 
a scandalized governess in full chase Elsa rolled 
quickly, marlong her progr»#ss by tnumphant cries She 
'' brought up ” at the foot of the slope m an excessively 
crumpled state , ^her short skirts were being smoothed 
down when her mother and I arrived She was a 
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pretty, fair, blue eyed child, with a natural merriment 
about her attractive enough She was well made^ 
having escaped the square solidity of figure that char 
acterized Cousin Elizabeth Her features were still in 
an undeveloped condition, ancf her hair, brushed smootl) 
and'plastered down on her forehead, was tormented into 
rmglets behind She looked at my lanky form with 
some apprehension 

'' Was it a good roll, Elsa ? ** I asked 

Splendid ’ ’’ she answered 

“ You didn’t know Cousm Augustin was looking on, 
did you ^ ” asked her mother 

'' No, I didn’t ” But it was plain that she did not 
care either 

I felt that Cousm Elizabeth’s honest eyes were search 
ing my face 

Give me a kiss, won’t you, Elsa ^ ” I asked 
Elsa turned her chubby cheek up to me in a perfec 
tion of indifference In fact both Elsa and I were 
performing family duties Thus we kissed for the first 
time 

Now go and let nurse put on a clean frock for you,” 
said Cousin Elizabeth You’re to come downstairs 
to day, and you’re not fit to be seen Don’t roil any 
more when you’ve changed your frock ” 

Elsa smiled, shook her head, and ran off I gathered 
the impression that even in the clean frock she would 
roll again if she chanced to be disposed to that exercise 
The air of Bartenstein was not the air of Artenberg 
A milder chmate reigned Tliere was no Stynan dbis 
ciphne for Elsa I beheve that in all her^hfe she did at 
her parents’ instance only one thing that she senously 
disliked Cousin Elizabeth and I walked on 
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“ She's a baby still/' said Cousin Elizabeth presently, 
but I assure you that she has begun to develop " 
There's no hurry, is there > " 

' ‘‘ No You know, I tlpnk you're too old for your 
age, Augustin I suppose it was inevitable " 

I felt much younger m many ways than I had at 
fifteen, the gates of the world were opening, and 
showmg me prospects unknown to the lonely boy at 
Artenberg 

'' And she has the sweetest disposition So loving I " 
said Cousin Elizabeth 

I did not find anything appropnate to answer The 
next day found me fully, although dehcately, appnsed 
of the situation It seemed to me a strange one The 
Duke was guarded in his hints, and profuse of declara 
tions that it was too soon to thmk of anything Good 
Cousin Elizabeth strove to conceal her eagerness and 
repress the haste born of it by similar but more clumsy 
speeches I spoke openly on the subject to Vohrenlorf 
Ah, well, even if it should be so you have six 
years," he reminded me in good natured consolation 
And she will grow up " 

** She won’t roll down hills always, of course,” I 
answered rather peevishly 

In truth the thmg would not assume an appearance 
of reahty for me , it was too utterly opposed to the 
current of my thoughts and dreams A boy of my 
age will readily contemplate marriage with a woman 
ten years h^ semor, in regard to a child six years 
younger than himself the idea seems absurd Yet I 
did not put it from me , I had been well tutored in the 
strength of family arrangements, and the force of destiny 
had been brought home to me on several occasions I 
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had no doubt at all that my visit to Bartenstem was 
part of a dehberate plan The person who contrived 
my meeting with Elsa had a shrewd knowledge of my 
character , he knew that ideas long present in my mind 
became, as it were, doimciled there, and were hard to 
expel I discovered afterwards without surprise that 
the stay with my relatives was added to my tour at 
Pnnce von Hammerfeldt’s suggestion 

Many men, or youths bordering on manhood, have 
seen their future brides in short frocks and unmitigated 
childhood, but they have not been aware of what was 
before them I was at once amused and distressed , 
my humour was touched, but life’s avenue seemed 
shortened Even if it were not Elsa it would be some 
other httle girl now playmg with her toys and rolling 
down banks Imagination was not elastic enough to 
leap over the years and behold the child transformed 
I stuck in the present, and was whimsically apprehen 
sive of a child seen through a magmfying glass, larger, 
but unchanged in form, air, and raiment Was this my 
fate ^ And for it I must wait till the perfected beauties 
who had smiled on me passed on to other men, and 
with them grew old — ay, as it seemed, quite old I 
felt myself ludicrously reduced to Elsa’s status — a, long 
boy, who had outgrown his clothes, and yet was no 
nearer to a man 

My trouble was, perhaps unreasonably, aggravated 
by the fact that Elsa did not take to me I did my 
best to be pleasant , I made her several gifts She 
accepted my offermgs, but was not bought by them, 
myself she considered dull I had not the flow of 
animal spirits that appeals so strongly to children I 
played with her, but her young keenness detected the 
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cloven hoof of duty She told me I need not play 
unless I liked Cousm Elizabeth apologized for me , 
Elsa was gentle, but did not change her opinion The 
passage of years, I reflected, would increase in me all 
that the child found least to her taste I was, as I have 
said, unable to picture her with tastes changed But a 
failure of imagination may occasionally issue in para 
doxical nghtness, for the imagmation rehes on the 
common run of events which the peculiar case may 
chance to contradict As a fact, I do not think that 
Elsa ever did change greatly I began to be sorry for 
her as well as for myself Considered as an outlook m 
life, as the governmg factor in a human being’s exist 
ence, I did not seem to myself brilliant or even satis 
factory I had at this time remarkable forecasts of 
feelings that were in later years to be my almost daily 
compamons 

And what shall your husband be like, Elsa > ” asked 
the Duke, as his httle daughter sat on his knee, and he 
played with her rmglets 

I was sitting by, and the Duke’s eyes twinkled dis 
creetly The child looked across to me and studied my 
appearance for ^me few moments Then she gave us 
a simple but completely lucid description of a gentle 
man differing from myself in all outward characteristics, 
and in all such mward traits as Elsa’s expenence and 
vocabulary enabled her to touch upon I learnt later 
that she took hints from a tall grenadier who sometimes 
stood sentry at the castle At the moment it seemed 
as though her ideal were well enough delineated by the 
picture of my opposite The Duke laughed, and I 
laughed also , E&a was very grave and business hke in 
defining her requirements Her inclmations have never 
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been obscure to her Even then she knew perfectly 
well what she wanted, and I was not that 

By the indiscretion of somebody (the Duke said his 
wife, his wife said the governess, the governess said the 
nurse), on the day before I went, Elsa got a hint of her 
suggested future Indeed, it was more than a hmt, it 
was enough to entangle her in excitement, interest, and,. 
I must add, dismay Children play with the words 
'' wife and husband ” m a happy ignorance , their 
fairy tales give and restrict their knowledge Cousin 
Elizabeth came to me in something of a stir , she was 
afraid that I should be annoyed, should suspect, perhaps, 
a forcing of my hand, or some such manoeuvre But 
I was not annoyed , I was interested to learn what effect 
the prospect had upon my little cousin I was so dif 
ferent from the grenadier, so irreconcilable with Elsa's 
fancy portrait 

** I'm very terribly vexed ’ " cried Cousin Elizabeth 
‘ When it's all so — all no more than an idea ’ " 

'' She's so young she'll forget all about it," said I 
soothingly 

'' You're not angry > " 

Oh no " I was only afflicted with a sense of ab 
surditj 

Chance threw me in Elsa's way that afternoon She 
was with her nurse in the gardens She ran up to me 
at once, but stopped about a yard from the seat on 
which I was sitting I became the victim of a grave, 
searching, and long inspection There was a roundness 
of surpnse in her baby blue eyes Embarrassed and 
amused (I am inclined sometimes to thmk that, more 
than half my hfe has been a mixture of these not im- 
placable enemies), I took the bull by the horns 
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“ I'lU thin, and sallow, and hook nosed, and I can't 
sing, and I don't laugh m a jolly way, and I can't fiy 
kites," said I, having the description of her ideal in my 
imnd You wouldn't like me to be your husband, 
would you ^ " 

Elsa, unhke myself, was neither embarrassed nor 
amused The mild and interested gravity of her face 
persisted unchanged 

I don't know," she said meditatively 
With most of the faults that can beset one of my 
station, I do not plead guilty to any excessive degree 
of vamglory I was flattered that the child hesitated 
** Then you like me rather ? " I asked 
** Yes — rather " She paused, and then added, If I 
married you I should be queen, shouldn't 1^ Cousin 
Augustin ^ " 

** Yes," I assured her 

" I should think that's rather nice, isn't it> " 

It isn't any particular fun being King," said I, in a 
burst of confidence 

" Isn't it ^ " she asked, her eyes growing rounder 
'' Still I think I should like it " Her tone was quite 
confident , ever? at that age, as I have observed, she 
knew very well what she liked For my part, I remem 
bered so vividly my own early dreams and later awaken 
mgs that I would not cut short her guileless visions , 
moreover, to generalize from one's self is the most fatal 
f oohshness, even while it is the most inevitable 
Durmg the remammg hours of my visit Elsa treated 
me, I must not say with more afiection but certainly 
With more attention She was mterested in me , I had 
become to her aT source of possibihties, dim to vision 
but gorgeous to imagmation I knew so well the images 
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that floated before a childish mind, able to gape at 
them, only half able to grasp them I had been through 
this stage It is odd to reflect that I was in an unlike 
but almost equally great delusion myself I had ceased 
to expect immoderate enj05anent from my position, but 
I had conceived an exaggerated idea of its power and 
mfluence on the world and mankind Of this mistake 
I was then unconscious , I smiled to think that Elsa 
could play at being a queen, the doll the bolster, the 
dog, or whatever else might chance to come handy, 
actmg the regal role m my place I do not now alto 
gether quarrel with my substitutes 

The hour of departure came I have a vivid recol 
lection of Cousm Elizabeth’s overwhehmng tact, she 
was so anxious that I should not exaggerate the mean 
ing or importance of the suggestion which had been 
made that she succeeded m ^ng my mmd with it, to 
the exclusion of eveiythmg else The Duke, havmg 
tned in vam to stop her, fell into silence, cigarettes, and 
drolly resigned glances But he caught me alone for a 
few moments and gave me his word of advice 

Think no more about this nonsense for six years,” 
said he The women wiU match make, you know ” 

I promised, with a laugh, not to anticipate troubles 
He smiled at my phrase, but did not dispute its justice 
I thmk he shared the sort of regret which I felt — that 
such things should be so much as talked about in con 
nection with Elsa A man keeps that feeling about his 
daughter long after her mother has marked a husband 
and chosen a pnest 

My visit to my cousins was the last stage of my 
joumey From their house Vohrenlorf and I travelled 
through to Forstadt I was received at the railway 
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station by a large and distinguished company My 
mother was at Artenberg, where I was to join her that 
evenmg , but Hammerfeldt awaited me, and some of the 
gentlemen attached to the Court I was too much given 
to introspection and self a'ppraisement not to be aware 
that my experiences had given me a lift towards man 
hood, my shyness was smothered, though not killed, 
by a kind of mechanical ease born of practice After 
greeting Hammerfeldt, I received the welcome of the 
company with a composed courtesy of which the Prince’s 
approval was very manifest Ceremonial occasions such 
^as these are worthy of record and meditation only when 
they surround and, as it were, frame some incident 
really material Such an incident occurred now My 
mner mmd was still full of my sojourn with the Barten 
stems, of the pathetic, whimsical, hypothetical connection 
between little Elsa and myself, and of the chains that 
seemed to bind my life m bonds not of my making 
These reflections went on m an under current while 
I was bowing, saluting, grasping hands, listening and 
responding to appropriate observations Suddenly I 
found the Count von Sempach before me His name 
brought back my mind in an instant from its wander 
mgs The Countess was recalled very vividly to my 
recollection , I asked after her Sempach, much grati 
fied, pointed to a row of ladies who (the occasion being 
official) stood somewhat m the background There she 
was, now in the maturity of her remarkable beauty, 
seemmg to me the embodiment of perfect accomplish 
ment I saluted her with marked graciousness, fifty 
heads turned instantly from me towards her She 
blushed very shghtly, and curtsied very low Sempach 
murmured gratification, Hammerfeldt smiled I was 
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vaguely conscious of a subdued sensation running all 
through the company, but my mmd was occupied with 
the contrast between this finished woman and the httle 
girl I had left behind From feeling old, too old, sad, 
and knowmg for poor httlC; Elsa, I was suddenly trans 
ported into an oppressive consciousness of youth and 
rayrness Involuntarily I drew myself up to my full 
height, and assumed the best air of dignity that was at 
my command So posed, I crossed the station to my 
carriage between Hammerfeldt and Vohrenlorf 

Your time has not been wasted,’* old Hammerfeldt 
whispered to me You are ready now to take up what 
I am more than ready to lay down ” 

I started slightly, I had for the moment forgotten 
that the Council of Regency was now discharged of its 
office, and that I was to assume the full burden of my 
responsibihties I had looked forward to this time with 
eagerness and ambition But a man’s emotions at a 
given moment are very seldom what he has expected 
them to be Some foreign thought intrudes and pre 
dominates, something accidental supplants what has 
seemed so appropriate and certain While I travelled 
down to Artenberg that evening, with^Vohrenlorf oppo 
site to me (Vohrenlorf who himself was about to lay 
down his functions), the assumption of full power was 
not what occupied my mind I was engrossed \ i 
thoughts of Elsa, with fancies about my Countess, with 
strange dim speculations tfiat touched me the young 
man, not the King about whom all the coil was Had 
I been called upon to condense those vague meditations 
and emotions into a sentence, I would have borrowed 
what Vdirenlorf had said to me wheivwe were with the 
Bartenstems He did not often hit the nail exactly 
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the head, but ]ust now I could give no better sum 
mary of all I felt than his soberly optimistic reminder 
‘"Ah, wen, even if it should be so, you have six 
years ! ** 

The thought that I treasured on the way to Artenberg 
that evening was the thought of my six years 



CHAPTER IX 

JUST WHAT WOULD HAPPEN 

Soon after my return my mother and I went into resi 
dence at Forstadt My time was divided between 
mastering my public duties under Hammerfeldt’s tuition 
and playing a prominent part in the gaieties of the 
capital Just now I was on cordial if not exactly inti 
mate terms with the Prmcess She appeared to have 
resigned herself to Hammerfeldt's preponderating influ 
ence in political affairs, and to accept in compensation 
the office of mentor and guide in all social matters I 
was happy m the establishment of a modus vvoenii 
which left me tolerably free from the harassing trifles 
of ceremonial and etiquette To Hammerfeldt’s in 
structions I listened with avidity, ancT showed a defer 
ence which did not forbid secret criticism He worked 
me hard The truth is (and it was not then hidden 
either from him or from me) that his strength was fail 
mg , age had not bent, but it threatened to break him ^ 
the tune was short in which he could hope to be by my 
side, binding his prmciples and riveting, his methods 
on me He was too shrewd not to detect m me a curi 
osity of intellect that only the strongest and deepest 
prepossessions could restram , these ft was his untiring 
effort to create in my mind and to buttress till they were 
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impregnable To some extent he attained his object, 
but his success was limited and his teachmg affected 
by what I can only call a modernness of temperament 
in me, which no force of , tradition wholly destroyed or 
stifled That many thmgs must be treated as beyond 
question was the fruit of his maxims It is a position 
which I have never been able to adopt , with me the 
acid of doubt bit mto every axiom I took pleasure 
in the society and arguments of the Liberal politicians 
and journalists who began to frequent the Court as soon 
as a rumour of my mchnations spread I became the 
centre and object of a contention between the Right and 
the Left, between Conservative and Liberal forces — or, 
if I apply to each party the mckname accorded to it by 
the enemy, between the Reaction and the Revolution 
Doubtless aU this will find an accomplished and 
possibly an impartial histonan Its significance for 
these personal memoirs is due chiefly to the accidental 
fact that, whereas my mother was the social centre of 
the orthodox party and in that capacity gave solid aid 
to Hammerfeldt, the unorthodox gathered round the 
Countess von Sempach Her husband was considered 
no more than a good soldier, a man of high rank, and a 
devoted husband , by her own talents and charm this 
remarkable woman, although a foreigner had achieved 
for herself a position of great influence She renewed 
the glories of the pohtical salon in Forstadt, but she 
never talked pohtics Emment ijien discussed deep 
secrets with one another m her rooms she was content 
to please their taste without straining their mtellects or 
seekmg to rival them m argument By the abdication 
of a doubtful claim she reigned absolute in her own 
dominion It was from studymg her that I first learnt 
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both how far reaching is the inspiration of a woman's 
personahty, and how it gathers and conserves strength 
by remaining within its own boundaries and refusing 
ahen conquests The men of rthe Prmcess's party, from 
Hammerfeldt downwards, were sometimes impatient of 
her suggestions and attempted control , the Countess's 
fnends were never aware that they received suggestions, 
and imagmed themselves to exercise control I think 
that the old Prmce was almost alone m penetratmg the 
secret of the real power his charming enemy exercised 
and the extent of it They were very cordial to one 
another 

Madame," he said to her once, ** you might convmce 
me of anythmg if I were not too old " 

« Why, Prmce," she cried, '' you are not going to 
pretend that your mind has grown old > " 

No, Countess — ^my feelings," he replied with a smile 
Her answer ^as a blush 

This was told to me by Wetter, a young and very 
bnlhant journahst who had once given me lessons in 
philosophy, and with whom I maintained a fnendship in 
spite of his ultra radical pohtics He reminded me now 
and then of Geoffrey Owen, but his enthusiasm was of 
a dner sort , not humamty, but the abstract idea of 
progress inspired him , not the abolition of individual 
suffenng, but the perfectmg of his logical conceptions m 
the sphere of pohtics was his stimulating hope And 
there was m him a strong alloy of personal ambition and 
a stronger of personal passion Rather to" my surprise 
Hammerfeldt showed no uneasmess at my friendslnp 
with him , I joked once on the subject, and he answered, — 

Wetter appeals only to your intellect, sire There 
I am not afraid now " 
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His answer, denying one apprehension hmted another 
It will cause no surprise that I had renewed an old 
acquaintance with the Countess, and had been present 
at a dinner in her house More than this, I fell into 
the habit of attending her reception on Wednesdays on 
this night all parties were welcome, and the gatheimg 
was by way of being strictly non political Strictly non 
political also were the calls that I made in the dusk of 
the evening, when she would recall our earlier meetings, 
our glances exchanged, our thoughts of one another 
and lead me to talk of my boyhood These things did 
not appeal only to the intellect of a youth of eighteen 
or nmeteen when they proceeded from the hps of a beau 
tiful and brilliant woman of twenty eight 
I approach a very common occurrence , but in my 
case its progress and result were specially modified and 
conditioned There was the pohtical aspect, looming 
large to the alarmed Right , there was the struggle for 
more intimate influence over me, in which my mother 
fought with a grim intensity , m my own mind there 
was always the cunous dim presence of an inexorable 
fate that wore the incongruous mask of Elsa’s baby face 
All these were present to me in their full force during 
the earlier period of my friendship with the Countess, 
when I was still concealing from myself as well as from 
her and all the world that I could ever desire to have 
more than fnendship The first stages past, there came 
a time when the secret was still kept from all save 
myself, but ^hen I knew it with an exultation not to be 
conquered with a dread and a shame that tormented 
while they could not prevail But I went more and 
more to her house I had no evil intent — ^nay, I had no 
mtent at all in my going , I could not keep away She 
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alone had come to satisfy me , with her alone all of me 
— thoughts, feelings, eyes, and ears — ^seemed to find 
some cause for exercise and a worthy employment of 
their life The other presences in my mind grew fainter 
and intermittent in their visits , I gave myself up to 
the stream and floated down the current Yet I was 
never altogether forgetful nor bhnd to what I did, I 
knew the transformation that had come over my friend 
ship, to myself now I could not but call it love, I 
knew that others m the palace, in the Chancellery, m 
drawmg rooms, m newspaper offices, ay, perhaps, even 
m the very street, called it now not the King's fnend 
ship, nor the Kmg's love, but the Kmg's mfatuation 
Not even then could I lose altogether the external view 
of myself 

We were sitting by the fire one evening in the twilight , 
she was playing with a hand screen, but suffenng the 
flames to paint her face and throw into rehef the sensi 
tive merry hps and the eyes so full of varied meanmgs 
She had told me to go, and I had not gone , she leant 
back, and, after one glance of reproof, fixed her regard 
on the polished tip of her shoe that rested on the fender 
She meant that she would talk no mere to me — that 
in her estimation, since I had no busmess to stay, I was 
already gone An impulse seized me I do not know 
what I hoped nor why that moment broke the silence 
which I had imposed on myself But I told her about 
the httle, fair, chubby child at the Castle of Bartenstem 
I watched her closely, but her eyes never :Strayed from 
her shoe tip Well, she had never said a word t^at 
showed any concern m such a matter , even I had done 
httle more than look and hint and comfe 

Ifs as if they meant me to marry Tote," I fnded 
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Tot6 was the pet name by which we called her own 
eight years old daughter 

The Countess broke her wilful silence, but did not 
change the direction of her eyes 

“ If Tote were of the proper station ” she said ironic 
ally, ‘‘ she'd be ]ust right for you by the time you're 
both grown up ” 

'' And you'd be mother in law ^ " 

‘‘ I should be too old to plague you I should ]ust sit 
m my corner in the sun ' 

The sun is always in your comer " 

** Don't be so complimentary," she said with a sudden 
twitchmg of her lips I shall have to stand up and 
curtsy, and I don't want to Besides, you oughn't to 
know how to say thmgs like that, ought you, Caesar > ” 
Caesar was my — shall I say pet name ^ — ^used when we 
were alone or with Count Max only, in a playful satire 
A silence followed for some time At last she glanced 
towards me 

‘ Not gone yet ^ ' said she, raising her brows What 
will the Prmcess say > ' 

“ I go when I please " said I, resenting the question 
as I was meant t® resent it 

“Yes Certamly not when I please ” 

Our eyes met now , suddenly she blushed, and then 
mterposed the screen between herself and me A glon 
ous thrill of youthful triumph ran through me , she had 
paid her first tribute to my manhood m that blush , the 
offermg was gmall, but, for its significance, frankincense 
and myrrh to me 

“ I thought you came to talk about Wetter’s Bill " 
she suggested presently m a voice lower than her usual 
tones 
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The deuce take Wetter’s BiU,” said I 
“ I am very interested in it ” 

“ Just now > ” 

Even ]ust now, Caesar ” I heard a little laugh be 
hind the screen 

'' Hammerfeldt hates it/' said I 
“Oh, then that settles it "ion’ll be against us, of 
course ^ " 

“ Why of course ? ” 

“ You always do as the Prmce tells you, don’t you > ” 

“ Unless somebody more powerful forbids me ” 

“ Who is more powerful — except Caesar himself ? 

I made no answer, but I rose and crossing the rug 
stood by her I remember the look and the feel of the 
room very well , she lav back in a low chair upholstered 
in blue , the firelight, forbidden her face, played on the 
hand that held the screen, flushing its white to red I 
could see her hair gleaming in the fantastically varying 
hght that the flames gave as they leapt and fell I was 
m a tumult of excitement and timidity 
“ More powerful than Caesar > ” I asked, and my voice 
shook 

“ Don’t call yourself Csesar ” 

“ Why not ? ” 

There was a momentary hesitation before the answer 
came low, — 

“ Because you mustn’t laugh at yourself I may 
laugh at you, but you mustn’t yourself ” 

I wondered at the words, the tone, the -strange diffi 
dence that mfected even a speech so full of her gay 
bravery A moment later she added a reason for her 
ooiUmaiKi 

“ You’re so ateurd that you mustn’t lau^ at yourseffi 
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And, Caesar, if you stay any longer, or — come again 
soon — other people will laugh at you ” 

To this day I do not know whether she meant to give 
a genuine warning, or to stpke a chord that should sound 
back defiance 

If ten thousand of them laugh, what is it to me ^ 
They dare laugh only behind my back,” I said 
She laughed before my face , the screen fell, and she 
laughed, saymg softly, Caesar, Caesar * ” 

I was wonderfully happy in my perturbation The 
great charm she had for me was to day alloyed less than 
ever before by the sense of rawness which she, above 
all others, could compel me to feel To day she herself 
was not wholly calm, not mistress of herself without a 
struggle, without her moments of faintness Yet now 
she appeared composed agam, and there was nothmg 
but merriment m her eyes She seemed to have for 
gotten that I was supposed to be gone I daresay that 
not to her, any more than to myself, could I seem quite 
hke an ordinary boy , perhaps the more I forgot what 
was peculiar about me the more she remembered it, my 
oblivion serving to point her tnumph 

'' And the Prihcess ^ ” she asked, laughing still, but 
now agam a little nervously 

My exultation, finding vent m mischief and impelled 
by curiosity, drove me to a venture 

** I shall tell the Pnncess that I kissed you,” said I 
The Countess suddenly sat upright 
*^And thaj: you kissed me — several times,” I con 
tinued 

How dare you > ” she cned m a whisper , and her 
cheeks flamed nf blushes and m fixehght My httle 
device was a tnumph I began to laugh 
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'' Oh, of course^ if she asks me when/' I added, I 
shall confess that it was ten years ago " 

Many emotions mmgled m my compamon's glance as 
she sank back m her chair , ^she was indignant at the 
trap, amused at having been caught m it, not fully 
reheved from embarrassment, not wholly convinced that 
the explanation of my darmg speech covered all the 
intent with which it had been uttered, perhaps not 
desirous of being convinced too thoroughly A long 
pause followed Timidity held me back from further 
advance For that evenmg enough seemed to have 
passed, I had made a start — to go further might be 
to nsk all I was about to take my leave when she 
looked up again, saymg, — 

And about Wetter’s Bill, Caesar ? ” 

You know I can do nothing '' 

^"Can Caesar do nothmg> If you were known to 
favour it fifty votes would be changed ’’ Her face was 
eager and animated I looked down at her and smiled 
She flushed again, and cned hastily, — 

No, no, never mmd — ^at least, not to night '' 

I suppose that my smile persisted, and was not a 
mirthful one It stirred anger and resentment in her 
‘^I know why you're smilmg," she exclaimed “I 
suppose that when I was kind to you as a baby I wanted 
something from you too, did I ^ " 

She had detected the thought that had come so m 
evitably into my mmd, that she should resent it so 
passionately almost persuaded me of its injustice I 
turned from it to the pleasant memory of her earlier 
impulsive kindness I put out my hands and grasped 
hers She let me hold them for an instant, and then 
drew them away She gave rather a forced laugh 
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“ You're too young to be bothered about Bills," she 
said, “ and too young for— for all sorts of other things 
too Run away , never mind me with my BiHs and my 
wrinkles " 

“ Your wrmkles ^ " 

Oh, if not now, in a year or two — ^by the tune you're 
ready to marry Elsa " 

As she spoke she rose and stood facmg me A new 
sense of her beauty came over me , her beauty's tragedy, 
already before her eyes, was to me remote and impos 
sible Because it was not yet very near, she exaggerated 
its nearness , because it was mevitable, I turned away 
from it Indeed who could remember, seeing her then — 
who save herself, as she looked on my youth ^ 

You'll soon be old and ugly I asked, laughmg 
“ Yes, soon , it will seem very soon to you ” 

“ What's the moral ^ " said I 

She laughed uneasily, twistmg the screen m her hands 
For an mstant she raised her eyes to mine, and as they 
dropped agam, she whispered, — 

‘‘ A short life and a merry one ? " 

My hand flew out to her agam , she took it, and, after 
a laughmg glance, curtsied low over it, as though in 
formal farewell I had not meant that, and laughed m 
my turn 

‘‘ I shan't be old — ^well, by to morrow,” she murmured, 
and glanced ostentatiously at the clock 
May I come to morrow ^ ” 

‘‘ I never mvite you ” 

Shall you be here ^ ” 

It’s not one of my receivmg days ” 

** I like a gooS chance better than a poor certainty 
At least there will be nobody else here ” 
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why at should be wrong for you to hear my views any 
more than Hammerfeldt’s ” 

The servant entered and announced the arrival of my 
carnage Wetter escorte^ me to it 

I’ll promise not to mention the Bill, if you’ll honour 
me by coming again, sire,” he said, as he held the 
brougham door 

I shall be dehghted to come again, I like to hear 
about it,” I answered His bow and smile conveyed 
absolutely nothing but a respectful gratification and a 
fnendly pleasure Yet he knew that the situation of 
his house was more responsible for my MSit than the 
interest of his projects 

In part I saw clear enough even at this time It was 
the design and hope of Wetter and his friends to break 
down Hammerfeldt’s power, and obtain a political m 
fluence over me Hammerfeldt’s pohtical dommance 
seemed to them to be based on a personal ascendency , 
this they must contrive to match Their instrument 
was not far to seek The Countess was ready to their 
band, a beautiful woman sharpest weapon of aU in such 
a stnfe They put her forward against the Prmce in 
the fight wherebf I was the pn^e AU this I saw, 
against it aU I was forewarned and forearmed Know 
ledge gave security But there was more, and here 
with the failure of insight safety was compromised 
What was her mmd ^ What was her part — ^not as it 
seemed to these busy pohticians, but as her own heart 
taught it hcr^ Here came to me the excitement of 
uncertainty, the impulse of youth, the pnck of vanity, 
the longmg for that intimate love of which my life had 
given me so littTe Was I to her also only somethmg 
to be used in the game of politics — a tool that she, a 
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defter tool, must shape and point before it could be 
of use ^ I tried to say this to myself and to make a 
bamer of the knowledge But was it all the truth ? 
Remembering her eyes and topes, her words and hesita 
tions, I could not accept it for the whole truth There 
was more — what more I knew not Even if there had 
been no more I was falling so deep mto the gulf of 
passion that it crossed my mind to take while I gave, 
and, if I were to be used, to exact my hire In a tumult 
of these thoughts embracing now what in the next 
moment I rejected, revolting in a sudden fear from the 
plan which just before seemed so attractive, I passed 
the evemng and the night For I had taken up that 
mixed heritage of good and evil, of pain and power, 
that goes by the name of manhood , and when a new 
heir enters on his inheritance there is a time before he 
can order it 



CHAPTER X 

OF A POLITICAL APPOINTMENT 

A FEW days later my mother informed me that Victoria 
and her husband had proposed to pay us a long visit 
I could make no objection Princess Heinrich observed 
that I should be glad to see Victoria again, and should 
enjoy the companionship of William Adolphus In my 
mind I translated her speech into a declaration that 
Victoria might have some influence over me although 
my mother had none and that William Adolphus would 
be more wholesome company than my countesses and 
Wetters and such riff raff I was unable to regard 
William Adolphus as an intellectual resource, and did 
not associate Victoria with the exercise of influence 
The weakness of the Princess's new move revealed the 
straits to which she felt herself reduced The result of 
the position which I have described was almost open 
strife between her and me , Hammerfeldt's powerful 
bridle alone held her back from declared rupture His 
method of facmg the danger was very different He 
sought to esiercise no veto, but he kept watch , he knew 
where I went, but made no objection to my going , any 
Liberal notions which I betrayed in conversation with 
him he received Wh courteous attention, and affected to 
consider the result of my own meditations Had my 
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feelings been less deeply involved, I think his method 
would have succeeded , even as it was, he checked and 
retarded what he could not stop The cordiality of our 
personal relations remained unbroken and so warm that 
he felt himself able to speak to me in a half serious, 
half jesting way about the Countess von Sempach 

A most charming woman mdeed," said he ** In 
fact, too charming a woman ” 

I understood him, and began to defend myself 
“ Tm not in love with the Countess,'' I said , “ but I 
give her my confidence, Prince " 

He shook his head, smiled, and took a pmch of snufi, 
glancing at me humorously 

Reverse it," he suggested Be m love with her, 
but don't give her your confidence You'll find it safer 
and also more pleasant that way " 

My confidence might affect high matters, my love he 
regarded as a passing fever He did not belong to an 
age of stnct morahty m private hfe, and his bent of 
mmd was utterly opposed to considering an intngue 
with a woman of the Countess's attractioiis as a serious 
cnme in a young man of my position Hate her," was 
my mother's impossible exhortation ^ Love her, but 
don't trust her," was the Prmce's subtle counsel He 
passed at once from the subject, content with the seed 
that he had sown There was much m him and in hiS 
teaching which one would defend to day at some cost of 
reputation , but I never left him without a heightened 
and enhanced sense of my position and myrobligations 
If you will, he lowered the man to exalt the Bang , this 
was of a piece with aU hxs wily compromises 
Victoaa amved and her husband Wilham Adolphus's 
attitude Wds less apologetic than it had been before 
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marriage , he had made Victoria mother to a fine baby, 
and claimed the ]ust credit He was jovial, famihar, 
and, if I may so express myself, brotherly to the last 
degree Happily, however, he interpreted his more 
assured position as enablmg him to choose his own 
friends and his own pursuits , these were not mme, 
and m consequence I was httle troubled with his com 
pany As an ally to my mother he was a passive 
failure , his wife was worse than mactive Victona's 
conduct displayed the height of unwisdom She de 
nounced the Countess to my face, and besought my 
mother to omit the Sempachs from her list of acquaint 
ances Fortunately the Prmcess had been dissuaded 
from forcmg on an open scandal , my sister had to be 
content with matchmg her mother's coldness by her 
rudeness when the Countess came to Court Need I say 
that my attentions grew the more marked, and gossip 
even more nf e ^ 

Wetter's Bill came up for discussion, and was hurled 
in vam against Hammerfeldfs sohd phalanx of country 
gentlemen and wealthy bourgeotste I had kept a seal 
on my hps, and in common opmion was still the Pnnce^s 
docile disciple ^Vetter accepted my attitude with easy 
fnendlmess, but he ventured to observe that if any case 
arose which enabled me to show that my hostihty to his 
party was not mveterate, the proof would be a pleasure 
to him and his friends, and possibly of no disadvantage 
to me Not the barest reference to the Countess pomted 
his remark -.1 had not seen her or heard from her for 
nearly a week , on the afternoon of the day after the 
Bill was thrown out I decided to pay her a visit Wetter 
was to take luncfieon at her house, and I allowed him 
to drop a hint of my commg I felt that I had done 
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my duty as regards the Bill , I was very apprehensive 
of my reception by the Countess The opposition that 
encircled me inflamed my passion for her , the few days' 
separation had served to convince me that I could not 
live without her 

I found her alone , her face was a httle flushed, and 
her eyes bright The moment the door was shut she 
turned on me almost fiercely 

Why did you send to say you were coming ^ ’’ 

** I didn^t send , I told Wetter Besides, I always 
send before I go anywhere ” 

** Not always before you come to me,” she retorted 
“ You’re not to hide behmd your throne, Caesar I was 
going out if you hadn’t prevented me ” 

“ The hmdrance need not last a moment,” said I, 
bowmg 

She looked at me for an instant, then broke into a 
reluctant smile 

** You haven’t sent to say you were commg for a 
week,” she said 

** No , nor come either ? ” 

“ Yes, of course, that’s it Sit down , so will I No, 
m your old place, over there Max has been giving me 
a beautiful bracelet ” 

** That’s very kmd of Max ” 

She glanced at me with challengmg witchery 
And I’ve promised to wear it every day — never to 
be without It Doesn’t it look well > ” She held up her 
arm where the gold and jewels sparkled on the white 
skin as the sleeve of her gown fell back 
I paid to Max’s bracelet and the arm which wore it 
the meed of looks, not of words 
** I’ve been afraid to come,” I said 
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“ Is there anything to be afraid of here ^ ” she asked, 
with a smile and a wave of her hands 
Because of Wetter's Bill " 

Oh, the Bill * You were very cowardly, Caesar " 

I could do nothing " 

“You never can, it seems to me ” She fixed on me 
eyes that she had made quite grave and invested with 
a critically discriminating regard “ But Fm very 
pleased to see you Oh, and I forgot — of course Fm 
very much honoured too I'm always forgetting what 
you are " 

On an impulse of chagnn at the style of her reception, 
or of curiosity, or of bitterness, I spoke the thought of 
my mmd 

“ You never forget it for a moment," I said “ I 
forget it, not you " 

She covered a start of surpnse by a hasty and pretty 
little yawn, but her eyes were inquisitive, almost appre 
hensive After a moment she picked up her old weapon, 
the fire screen and hid her face from the eyes down 
wards But the eyes were set on me, and now, it seemed, 
in reproach 

“ If you thinU that, I wonder you come at all," she 
murmured 

“ I don't want you to forget it But I'm somethmg 
besides " 

“ Yes, a poor boy with a cruel mother, and a rude 
sister, and— ^ — " She sprang suddenly to her feet 
“ And," she went on, “ a charmmg old adviser Csesar, 
I met Prince von Hammerfeldt Shall I tell you what 
he said to me ^ " 

“ Yes " 

“ He bowed over my hand, and kissed it, and smiled, 
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and twinkled with his old eyes, and then he said, 
‘ Madame, I am growing vain of my influence over His 
Majesty ’ ” 

The Prince was complin^ntmg you,” I remarked, 
although I was not so dull as to miss either Hammer 
feldt’s mockery or her understanding of it 

Complimenting me > Yes, I suppose he was — on 
not havmg done you any harm Why^ Because I 
couldn’t » ” 

“ You wouldn’t wish to, Countess ? ” 

'' No , but I might wish to be able to, Caesar ” 

She stood there the embodiment of a power the greater 
because it feigned distrust of its own might 

No, I don’t mean that,” she continued a moment 

later But I should She drew near to me, and 

catching up a little chair, sat down on it, close to my 
elbow '' Ah, how I should like the Prince to think I 
had a little power * ” Then in a low coaxing whisper 
she added, ** You need only pretend — ^pretend a little 
just to please me, Caesar ” 

” And what will you do just to please me, Countess ^ ” 
My whisper was low also, but full where hers had been 
delicate, rough not gentle, urging rathei than implormg 
I was no match for her m the science of which she was 
mistress, but I did not despair She seemed nervous, 
as though she distrusted even her keen thrusts and 
ready parries I was but a boy still, but sometimes 
nature betrays the secrets of expenence Suddenly sh^ 
broke out m a new attack, or a new Ime of the general 
attack 

Wouldn’t you like to show a little independence > ” 
she asked ** The Prince would like Jrou all the better 
fw it ” She looked in my face And people woul^ 
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think more of you They say that Hammerfeldt is the 
real Kmg now — or he and Prmcess Hemnch between 
them 

I thought they said tb*at you 

I » Do they ? Perhaps ^ They know so little If 
they knew anythmg they couldn't say that " 

To be told they gossiped of her influence seemed to 
have no terror for her, her regret was that the talk 
should be all untrue and she in fact impotent She 
stirred me to declare that power was hers, and I her 
servant It seemed to me that to accept her leading 
was to secure perennial mspiration and a boundless 
reward Was Hammerfeldt my schoolmaster? I was 
not blind to the share hat vanity had in her mood nor 
to ambition's part m it, but I saw also and exulted in 
her tenderness All these impulses m her I was now 
ready to use, for I also had my vanity — a boy's vanity 
m a tribute wrung from a woman And, beyond this, 
passion was strong in me 
She went on m real or affected petulance, — 

'' Can they pomt to anythmg I have done ? Are any 
appointments made to please me ^ Are my fnends ever 
favoured^ They are all out m the cold, and likely to 
stay there , aren't they, Caesar ^ Oh, you're very wise 
You take what I give, you , nobody need know of that 
But you give nothmg, because that would make talk 
and gossip The Prmce has taught you well Yes, 
you're very prudent " She paused, and stood looking 
at me with ar contemptuous smfle on her lips , then she 
broke into a pit37mg little laugh Poor boy * said 
she It's a shame to scold you You can't help it " 

It IS easy enough now to say that all this was cun 
ningly thought of and cunningly phrased Yet it was 
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not all cunning — or rather it was the primitive un 
meditated cunning that nature gives to us, the instmc 
tive weapon to which the woman flew m her need, a 
cimnmg of heart, not of brain«' However mspired, how 
ever shaped, it did its work 

'' What do you ask ^ ” said I In my agitation I was 
brief and blunt 

“ Ask ^ Must I ask ^ Well, I ask that you should 
show somehow, how you will, that you trust us, that we 
are not outcasts, riff-raff, as Prmcess Hemrich calls us — 
lepers ’ Do it how you like, choose anybody you like 
from among us, I don’t ask for any special person 
Show that some one of us has your confidence Why 
shouldn’t you^ The Kmg should be above prejudice, 
and we’re honest, some of us ” 

I tned to speak lightly, and smiled at her 
You are all I love in the world, some of you,” I said 
She sat down again m the little chair, and turned her 
face upwards towards me 

Then do it, Csesar,” she said very softly 
It had been zinnounced a few days before that our 
ambassador at Paris had asked to be relieved of his 
pdst , there was already talk about his successor Re 
membermg this, I said, more in jest than seriousness, — 
The Paris Embassy ? Would that satisfy you ? ” 
Her face became suddenly radiant, merry, and tnum 
phant, she clapped her hands, and then held them 
clasped towar<fe me 

You suggested it yourself * ” she cned 
In joke ^ ” 

Joke ? I won’t be joked with I choose that you 
should be serious You said the Paris Embassy » Are 
you afraid it’ll make Hammerfeldt too angry ? Fancy 
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the Princess and your sister » How I shall love to see 
them » '' She dropped her voice as she added, “ Do it 
for me, Caesar '' 

Who should have it ^ » 

“ I don’t care Anybody, so long as he’s one of us 
Choose somebody good, and then you can defy them all 

She saw the senousness that had now fallen on me , 
what I had idly suggested, and she caught up with so 
fervent a welcome, was no small thmg If I did it, it 
would be at the cost of Hammerfeldt’s confidence, 
perhaps of his services , he might refuse to endure such 
an open rebuff And I knew m my heart that the 
specious justifications were unsound , I should not act 
because of them — they were the merest pretext I should 
give what she asked to her Should I not be givmg her 
my honour also, that public honour which I had learnt 
to hold so high > 

“ I can’t promise to day , you must let me thmk,’ I 
pleaded 

I was prepared for another outburst of petulance, for 
accusations of timidity, of indifference, again of willmg 
ness to take and unwillingness to give But she sat 
still, lookmg at me intently, and presently laid her hand 
m mine 

‘'Yes, thmk,” she said with a sigh 

I bent down and kissed the hand that lay in mine 
Then she raised it, and held her arm up before me 

" Max’s bracelet » ” she said, sighmg agam and smilmg 
Then she ro€e to her feet, and walkmg to the hearth, 
stood lookmg down mto the fire I did not join her, 
but sat m my chair For a long while neither of us 
spoke At last *1 rose slowly She heard the move 
ment, and turned her head 
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** I will come agam to-morrow/' I said 

She stood still for a moment, regarding me intently^ 
Then she walked quickly across to me, holding out her 
hands As I took them she laughed nervously I did 
not speak, but I looked mto her eyes, and then, as I 
pressed her hands, I kissed her cheek The nervous 
laugh came again, but she said nothing I left her 
standing there, and went out 

I walked home alone through the lighted streets It 
has always been and is still my custom to walk about 
freely and unattended This evenmg the friendly greet 
mgs of those who chanced to recognize me m the glare 
of the lamps were pleasant to me I remember thinking 
that all these good folk would be grieved if they knew 
what was going on m the young Kmg's mind, how he 
was torn hither and thither, his only ]oy a crime, and 
the guardmg of his honour become a sacrifice that 
seemed too great for his strength There was one 
kind-faced fellow in particular whom I noticed drmk 
mg a glass at a caf6 He took off his hat to me with 
a cheery God bless Your Majesty » " I should have 
liked to sit down by him and tell him all about it He 
had been young, and he looked shrewd and friendly 
I had nobody whom I could tell about it I don't 
remember ever seemg this man agam, but I thmk of 
him still as one who might have been a friend By his 
dress he appeared to be a clerk or shopkeeper 

I had an appomtment for that evenmg with Hammer- 
feldt, but found a note m which he excused himself 
from commg He had taken a chill, and was confiiaed 
to his bed The busmess could wait, he said, but went 
Oil to remark that no time should be Tost in considering 
the question of the Pans Embassy He added three or 
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foul names as possible selections , all those mentioned 
weie well known and decided adherents of his own I 
was reading his letter when mv mother and Victoria 
came m They had heard of the Prmce's indisposition, 
but on makmg inquiries were informed that it was not 
serious I sent at once to inquire after him, and handed 
his note to the Prmcess 

Any of those would do very well," she said when 
she finished it “ They have all been trained under the 
Pnnce, and are thoroughly acquainted with his views " 
And with mme ^ " I asked, smiling 

A look of surprise appeared on my mother's face , she 
looked at me doubtfully 

** The Prince's views are yours, I suppose > " she said 
I'm not suie I like any of his selections," I observed 

I do not thmk that my mother would have said any 
thing more at the time , her judgment having been 
convinced, she would not allow temper to lead her mto 
hostilities Here, as so often, the unwise course was 
left to my dear Victoria, who embraced it with her usual 
readiness 

'' Doesn't Wetter like any of them ? " she asked 
ironically 

I remained silent She came nearer and looked into 
my face, laughmg maliciously 

Or is it the Countess ^ Haven't they made enough 
love to the Countess, or too much, or what > " 

** My dear Victoria," I said, you must make allow 
ances The Countess is the prettiest woman m For 
stadt " 

My sister curtsied with an ironical smile 
I mean, of course," I added, since William Adol 
phus earned you off to Gronenstahl " 
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My mother mterrupted this little quarrel 
Vm sure you'll be guided by the Prince's judgment/* 
she observed 

Victoria was not to be quen^jhed 
And not by the beauty of the prettiest woman in 
Forstadt » " And she added The creature's as plebeian 
as she can be " 

As a rule I was ready enough to spar with my sister , 
to night I had not the spirit To night, moreover, she, 
whom as a rule I could treat with good humoured m 
difference, had power to wound The least weighty of 
people speaking the truth cannot be wholly disregarded 
I prepared to go to my room, remarking, — 

Of course, I shall discuss the matter with the Prince " 

Agam Victoria rushed to the fray 
You mean that it's not our business > " she asked, 
with a toss of her head 

I was goaded beyond endurance, and it was not their 
busmess Prmcess Heinrich might find some excuse in 
her familiarity with public affairs , Victona at least could 
urge no such plea 

I am always glad of my mother's advice, Victoria," 
said I, and with a bow I left them As I went out I 
heard Victona cry, “ It's all that hateful woman » " 

Naturally the thmg appeared to me then in a different 
light from that in which I can see it now I cannot now 
thmk that my mother and sister were wrong to be 
anxious, disturbed, alarmed, even angry with the lady 
who occasioned them such discomfort A young man 
under the influence of an older woman is no doubt a 
legitimate occasion for the fears and efforts of his female 
relatives I have recorded what they said not in pro- 
test against their feelmgs, but to show the smgularly 
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unfortunate manner m which they made what they felt 
manifest , my object is not to blame what was probably 
inevitable m them, but to show how they overreached 
themselves, and became not a drag on my mfatuation, 
as they hoped, but rather a spur that incited my passion 
to a quicker course 

That spur I did not need She seemed to stand 
before me still as I had left her, with my kiss fresh 
on her cheeks, and on her hps that strange, nervous, 
helpless laugh^ — the laugh that admitted a folly she could 
not conquer, expressed a shame that burned her even 
while she braved it, and owned a love so compact of 
this folly and this shame that its joy seemed all one 
with their bitterness But to my younger heart and 
hotter man’s blood the folly and shame were now 
beaten down by the joy , it freed itself from them and 
soared up into my heart on a hberated and tnumphant 
wing T had achieved this thing — I, the boy they 
laughed at and tried to rule She herself had laughed 
at me She laughed thus no more When I kissed her 
she had not called me Caesar , she had found no utter 
ance save in that laugh, and the message of that laugh 
was surrender 



CHAPTER XI 

AN ACT OF ABDICATION 

The night brought me little rest and no wisdom As 
though its own strength were not enough, my passion 
sought and found an ally in a defiant obstinacy, which 
now made me desirous of doing what the Countess 
asked for its own sake as well as for hers Being diffi 
dent, I sought a mask in violence I wanted to assert 
myself, to show the women that I was not to be dnven, 
and Hammerfeldt that I was not to be led Neither 
their brusque msistence nor his suave and dexterous 
suggestions should control me or prevent me from exer 
cismg my own will A distorted view of my position 
caused me to find its essence m the power of doing as I 
liked, and its dignity in disregarding ^^holesome advice 
because I objected to the manner in whicht it was ten 
dered Thus mood, ready and natural enough m youth, 
was an mstrument of which my passion made effective 
use I pictured the consternation of my advisers with 
hardly less pleasure than the dehght of her whom I 
sought to serve My sense of responsibility was dulled 
and deadened , I had rather do wrong than do nothmg, 
cause harm than be the cause of nothmg, that men 
^uld blame me rather than not can’^ass my actions or 
fad to attribute to me any initiative I felt somehow 
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that the blame would lie with my counsellors , they 
had undertaken to guide and control me If they 
failed, they, more than I, must answer for the failure 
Sophistry of this kind passes well enough with one who 
wants excuses, and may even array itself in a cloak of 
plausibihty , it was strong in my mind by virtue of the 
strong resentment from which it sprang, and the strong 
ally to which its forces were joined Passion and seif 
assertion were at one , my conquest would be twofold 
While the Countess was brought to acknowledge my 
sway, those who had hitherto ruled my hfe would be 
reduced to a renunciation of their authority The day 
seemed to me to promise at once emancipation and 
conquest — to mark the point at which I was to gam 
both hberty and empire, when I should become in 
deed a king, both m my own palace and m her heart a 
king 

In the morning I was occupied in routine business 
with one of the Mmisters This gentleman gave me a 
tolerably good account of Hammerfeldt, although it 
appeared that the Prince was suffenng from a dfficulty 
m breathmg IJiere seemed, however, no cause for 
alarm , and when I had sent to make inqmnes I did not 
deem it necessary to remam at home and await the re 
turn of my messenger I paid my usual formal visit to 
my mother's apartments The Pnncess did not refer to 
our previous conversation, but her manner towards me 
was even unusually stiff and distant I think that she 
had expected* repentance When I m my turn ignored 
the matter she became curt and disagreeable I left 
her, more than e'^er determined on my course I was 
glad to escape an interview with Victoria, and was now 
free to keep my appointment with Wetter I had pro 
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posed to lunch with him, saying that I had one or two 
matters to discuss Even in my obstinacy and excite* 
ment I remained shrewd enough to see the advantage 
of being furnished with wel^sounding reasons for the 
step that I was about to take Wetter’s forensic sharp 
ness, ready wit, and persuasive eloquence would dress 
my case m better colours than I could contrive for 
myself It mattered little to me how well he knew that 
arguments were needed, not to convince myself, but to 
flourish in the faces of those who opposed and criticized 
me It was also my intention to obtain from him the 
name of two or three of his friends who, apart from 
their views, were decently qualified to fulfil the duties of 
the post in the event of their nomination 
It was no shock, but rather a piquant titillation of 
my bitter humour, when I disentangled from Wetter's 
confident and eloquent description of the ideal ambas 
sador a tolerably accurate, if somewhat partial, portrait 
of himself I was rather surprised at his desire for the 
position Subsequently I learned that pecuniary em 
barrassments made him wiUing to abandon, for a time 
at least, the greater but more uncertain chances of 
active political warfare However, given that he desired 
the Embassy, it caused me no surprise that he should 
ask for it To appoint him would be open war mdeed , 
he was the Prmce’s hete noire, my mother's pet aversion 
That he was totally untramed m diplomacy was a minor, 
but possibly serious, objection , that he was extreme in 
his views seemed to me then no disqualification I 
allowed him to perceive that I read his parable, but, 
remembermg the case of the Greek generals and The 
nustocles, ventured to ask him to give me another 
name 
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'' The only name that I could give Your Majesty with 
perfect confidence would be that of my good fnend Max 
von Sempach," said he, with an admirable air of honesty, 
but, as I thought, a covert gleam of amusement in his 
deep set eyes I very nearly laughed The only man 
fit for the Embassy* except himself, was Count Max ^ 
And if Count Max went, of course the Countess would 
go with him , equally of course the Kmg must stay in 
Forstadt I saw Wetter lookmg at me keenly out of 
the corner of his eye , it did not suit me that he should 
read my thoughts this time I appeared to have no 
suspicion of the good faith of his suggestion, and said, 
with an air of surprise, — 

Max von Sempach * Why, how is he suitable ^ 

With great gravity he gave me many reasons proving 
not that Max was very suitable, but that everybody else 
was profoundly unsuitable, except the unmentioned can 
didate whose name was so well understood between us 
These,” I observed, would seem to be reasons for 
looking elsewhere — I mean to the other side — for a 
suitable man ” 

He did not trouble to argue that with me He knew 
that his was not the voice to which I should listen 

If Your Majesty comes to that conclusion, my friends 
and I will be disappointed,” he said, '' but we must accept 
your decision ” 

There was much to like m Wetter Men are not 
insincere merely because they are ambitious, dishonest 
merely because they are given to intrigue, selfiish 
merely oecause they ask places for themselves There 
IS a grossness of moral fibre not m itself a good thing, 
but very different from rottenness Wetter was a keen 
and convinced partisan, and an ardent behever m him 
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self His caiise ought to win, and, if his hand could 
take the helm, would wm , this was his attitude, and it 
excused some want of scruple both in promoting the 
cause and in ensurmg to it this own effective support 
But he was a big man, of a well developed nature, 
hearty, sympathetic, and free from cant, full of force, 
of wit, of unblunted emotion He would not, however, 
have made at all a good ambassador , and he would 
not have wanted to be one had he not run into debt 
Max von Sempach, on the other hand, would fill the 
place respectably, although not brilliantly Wetter 
knew this, and the fact gave to the mention of the 
Count’s name a decent appearance without depriving 
it of its harmlessness He named a suitable but an 
impossible person — a person to me impossible 
Soon after the meal I left him, tellmg him that I 
should come in again later, and had ordered my carnage 
to call for me at his house at five o’clock Turmng 
down the quiet lane that led to the Countess’s, I soon 
reached my destination I was now in less agitation 
than on the day before My mind was made up, I 
came to give what she asked Wetter should have 
his Embassy More than this, I came no longer in 
trepidation, no longer fearmg her ridicule even while 
I sought her love, no more oppressed with the sense 
that m truth she might be laughing while she seemed 
to encourage There was the dawning of triumph in 
my heart, an assurance of victory, and the fierce delight 
m a determination come to at great cost apd to be held, 
it may be, at greater still In all these feelmgs,”^ mighty 
always, there were for me the freshness, the rush of 
youth, and the venturous joy of new Sxpenence 
On her also a crisis of feehng had come , she was not 
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her old self, nor I to her what I had been There was a 
strained, almost frightened look in her eyes — a low- 
voiced Augustin " replacmg her bantering Caesar 
Save for my name she did not speak as I led her to 
a couch and sat down by her side She looked slight, 
girlish, and pathetic in a simple gown of black , timidity 
renewed her youth Well might I forget that she was 
not a maiden of meet age for me, and she herself for an 
instant cheat time’s reckoning She made of me a man, 
of herself a girl, and prayed love’s advocacy to prove 
the delusion true 

I have been with Wetter,” said I He wants the 
Embassy ” 

I fancy that she knew his desire , her hand pressed 
mme, but she did not speak 

But he recommended Max,” I went on 
Max < ” For a moment her face was full of terror 
as she turned to me, then she broke into a smile 
Wetter’s advice was plain to her also 

You see how much he wants it for himself,” said I 
He knows I would sooner send a gutter boy than 
Max And you know it ^ ” 

** Do I ? ” she murmured 
I rose and stood before her 
It IS yours to give, not mme,” said I “ Do you give 
It to Wetter?” 

As she looked up at me her eyes filled with tears, 
while her hps curved m a timid smile 

What — what trouble you’ll get into ^ ” she said 
It’s not a thousandth part of what I would do for 
you Wetter shall have it then^ — or Max ? ” 

Not Max,” she said , her eyes told me why it should 
not be Max 


5 
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“ Then Wetter , ” and I fell on one knee by her, whis 
penng, The King gives it to his Queen ” 

''They’ll blame you so, they’ll say all sorts of 
things ” 

" I shan’t hear them , I hear only you ’ 

" They’ll be unkmd to you ” 

" They can’t hurt me if you’re kind to me ” 

“ Perhaps they’ll say I — I got it from you ” 

" I am not ashamed What is it to me what they 
say ^ ” 

" You don’t care ^ ” 

" For nothmg in the world but you and to be with 
you” 

She sat looking up at me for an instant , then she 
threw her arm over the end of the sofa and laid her 
face on the cushion I heard her sob softly Her other 
hand lay in her lap , I took it and raised it to my bps 
I did not know the meanmg of her tears I was trium- 
phant She sobbed, not loudly or violently, but with 
a pitiful gentleness 

" Why do you cry, darhng ^ ” I whispered 

She turned her face to me, the tears were running 
down her cheeks "Why do I cry^^” she moaned 
softly "Because I’m wicked — I suppose I’m wicked 
— ^and so foolish And — ^and you are good, and noble, 
and — and you’ll be great And ” — the sobs choked 
her voice, and she turned her face half away — " and 
I’m old, Augustm ” 

I could not enter into her mood , ]oy pervaded me , 
but neither did I scorn her nor grow impatient I 
perceived dimly that she struggled with a conflict of 
emotions beyond my understanding Words were un 
safe, likely be wrong, to make worse what they 
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sought to cure I caressed her, but ti;usted my tongue 
no further than to murmur endearments She grew 
calmer, sat up and dried her eyes 

“ But it*s so absurd,” sh& protested ” Augustin, lots 
of boys are just as absurd as you , but was any woman 
ever as absurd as I am ^ ” 

” Why do you call it absurd > ” 

‘‘ Oh, because, because ” — ^she moved near me sud 
denly — ” because, although IVe tried so hard, I can't 
feel it the least absurd I do love you ” 

Here was her prepossession all the while — that the 
thing would seem absurd, not that there was sm in it 
I can see now why her mind fixed on this point she 
was, m truth, speaking not to me who was there by her, 
me as I was, but to the man who should be , she pleaded 
not only with herself, but with my future self, praymg 
the mature man to think of her with tenderness and not 
with a laugh, mterceding with what should one day be 
my memory of her Ah, my dear, that prayer of yours 
is answered ^ I do not laugh as I write At you I 
could never have laughed , and if I set out to force a 
laugh even at njyself, I fall to thmkmg of what you 
were, and agam I do not laugh Then what is it that 
the world outside must have laughed with a very self 
conscious wisdom ’> Its laughter was nothing to us 
then, and to day is to me as nothmg Is it not always 
ready to weep at a farce and laugh at a tragedy ? 

But you've nobody else,” she went on softly I 
shouldn't have dared if you'd had anybody else Long 
ago— do you remember? — ^you had nobody, and you 
hked me to kiss you I beheve I began to love you 
then , I mean I began to think how much some woman 
would love you some day But I didn't think I should 



132 THE KING’S MIRROR 

be the woman Oh, don’t look at me so hard, or — or 
you’ll see 

How much you love me ? ” 

No, no You’ll see my Wrinkles See, if I do this 
you can’t look at my face ” And puttmg her arms 
round my neck she hid her face 
I was strangely tongue tied, or, perhaps, not strangely , 
for there comes a time when the eyes say all that there 
IS desire or need to say Her pleadmgs were m answer 
to my eyes 

Oh, I know you thmk so now ^ ” she murmured 
But you won’t go on thinking so — and I shall ” She 
raised her head and looked at me, now a smile of 
tnumph came on her face Oh, but you do think so 
now ^ ” she whispered m a voice still lower, but full of 
delight You do thmk so now ” And again she hid her 
face from me But I knew that the tnumph had entered 
into her soul also, and that the shadows could no longer 
altogether dim its sunshme for her 
The afternoon became full, and waned to dusk as we 
sat togethei We said httle, there were no arrange- 
ments made, we seemed m a way cut off from the 
world outside, and from the consideration of it The 
hfe which we must each lead— hves in the mam apart 
from one another — ^had receded into distance, and went 
unnoticed , we had nothmg to do save to be together , 
when we were together there was httle that we cared to 
say, no protestations that we had need to make — ^there 
was between us so absolute a sympathy, so full an 
^eement m all that we gave, all that we accepted, all 
that we abandoned Doubts and struggles were as 
though they had never been There ^is a teniptatton to 
think sometimes that things so perfect justify them^ 
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selves, that conscience is not discrowned by violence, 
but signs a willing abdication, herself convinced For 
passion can simulate right, even as m some natures the 
love of right becomes a turbulent passion, in the end, 
like most of such, destructive of itself 

Then I am yours, and you are mine ^ And the 
Embassy is Wetter’s > 

The Embassy is whose you like,” she cned, " if the 
rest is true ” 

It is Wetter’s Do you know why ^ That every- 
body may know how I am yours ” 

She did not refuse even the perilous fame I offered 
** I should be proud of it,” she said, with head erect 
” No, no , nobody shall breathe a letter of your 
name,” I exclaimed in a sudden turn of feelmg “ I 
will swear that you had nothmg to do with it, that you 
hate him, that you never mentioned it ” 

” Say what you hke,” she whispered 
” If I did that, I should say to all Forstadt that 
there’s no woman m the world like you ” 

“ You needn’t say it to all Forstadt You haven’t 
even said it to me yet ” 

We had been fitting together Agam I fell on one 
knee, prepared to offer her formal homage m a sweet 
extravagance On a sudden she raised her hand , her 
face grew alarmed 

” Hark t” she said “Hark?” 

“ To your voice, yours only ^ ” 

No There is a noise Somebody is coming Who 
can it be > ” 

I don’t care who it is ” 

Why, d6cHrest,*but you must care Get up, get up, 
get up ^ ” 
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I rose slowly to my feet I was indeed in a mood 
when I did not care The steps were close outside 
Before they could come nearer I kissed her again 
“ Who can it be > I am denied to everybody,” she 
said, bewildered 
There was a knock at the door 
'' It IS not Max,” she said, with a swift glance at me 
I stood where I was '' Come in,” she cried 
The door opened, and to my amazement Wetter 
stood there He was pantmg, as though he had run 
fast, and his air displayed agitation The Countess ran 
to him instantly His commg seemed to revive the 
fears which her love had laid to rest 

What is it > ” she cned What’s the matter ^ ” 
Wetter took absolutely no notice of her Walkmg 
on as though she were not there, he came straight up 
to me He spoke in tones of mtense emotion, and with 
the bluntness that excitement brings 

You must come with me at once,” he said in an 
impenous way TlieyVe sent for you to my house , 
we can get in together by the back door ” 

But what’s the matter, man > ” I cned, divided 
between puzzle and anger 

You’re wanted , you must go to Hammerfeldt’s ” 

To Hammerfeldt’s ^ ” 

‘‘ Yes He’s dying Come along ” 

D3nng * My God ^ ” 

“ The message is urgent There’s no time to lose 
If you want to see him alive, come I said you were 
lymg down m my study If you don’t come quickly, it 
will be known where you are ” 

** I don’t care for that ” 

He’s sent for you himself ” 
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The Countess had moved to my side 
‘‘ You must go/’ she said now, laymg her hand on 
my arm 

I turned to look at he^ Her eyes were full of a 
vague alarm I was like a man suddenly roused half 
way through a vivid entrancmg dream, unable still to 
believe that the real is true and the phantasm not the 
only substance 

“ Come, come,” repeated Wetter urgently and im 
tably '' You can’t let him die without going to him ’ 
Go, Augustin,” she whispered 
‘"Yes, I’ll go I’m gomg — I’m going at once,” I 
stammered “ I’m ready, Wetter Take me with you 
Is he really dying > ” 

“ So they say ’ 

“ Hammerfeldt dymg ^ Yes, I’ll come with you ” 

I turned to the Countess , Wetter was already half 
way to the door He looked back over his shoulder, 
and his face was impatient My eyes met hers , I read 
the fear that was in hers I was strangely fearful 
myself, appalled at such a breakmg of our dream 
‘"Goodbye,” I said “I’ll come again soon — to 
morrow, some tirhe to morrow ” 

“ Yes, yes,” said she, but hardly as though she be 
lieved me 

“ Good bye ” I took her hand and kissed it , Wetter 
looked on, saymg nothmg The thought of concealment 
did not occur to me I kissed her hand two or three 
tunes 

"" Shall you find him alive ^ ” she murmured, m 
speculation more than m question 
"" I don’t know Good bye ” 

She herself led me to where Wetter was standing 
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' It's his breathing," said Wetter “ He can’t get his 
breath — can't speak at all Come along " 

' I'm ready , I'll follow you " 

As I reached the door I turned She was not looking 
at me , she had sat down in a chair by the hie and was 
gazmg fixedly at the flames I have had that picture of 
her often m my mmd 

Wetter led me downstairs and out into the street at 
a rapid pace I followed him, trymg to gather myself 
together and think coherently Too sudden a change 
paralyzes , the mind must have time for readjustment 
Hammerfeldt was and had always been so large a figure 
and a presence so important m my hfe, I could only 
whisper to myself, ‘‘ He's dymg , it's his breathing , he 
can't get his breath " 

We went in by the back door as we had arranged, and 
gained the study 

“ Quick ! " whispered Wetter ** Remember you were 
in here Don't make any excuses about delay Or put 
it on me , say I hesitated to rouse you " 

I listened little to aU that he said, and paid small heed 
to the precautions that his warmess suggested 

I hope he won't be dead when you get there," he 
added as we started for the haH Here's your hat " 

I caught at the word dead " 

If he's dead " I repeated aimlessly If he's 

dead, Wetter " 

Then for an mstant he turned to me, his face full of 
expression, his eyes keen and eager He shrugged his 
shoulders 

** He's an old man," said he '' We must all die And 
if he's dead " 

‘‘Well, Wetter, well?" 
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Well, then you're King at last " 

With this he opened the door of my carnage and 
stood holding it I looked him full m the face before I 
stepped in He did not flinch , he nodded his head and 
smiled 

** You’re King at last/’ he seemed to say again 



CHAPTER XII 

KING AT A PRICE 

The death of Prince von Hammerfeldt furnished the 
subject of a picture exhibited at Forstadt with great 
success a few years ago The old man’s simple room, 
its plain furniture, the large wmdow facmg the garden, 
were faithfully given , the bed was his bed and no other 
bed , the nurses were portraits, the doctors were por 
traits, the Pnnce’s features were exactly mapped , I 
myself was represented sitting m an arm chair by his 
side, with a strong hght on my face as I leant forward 
to catch his famt words The artist’s performance was, 
in fact, a singularly competent reproduction of every 
external object, human or other, m the^room , and with 
the necessary alteration of features and title the picture 
would have served to commemorate the death bed of any 
aged statesman who had a young pnnce for his pupil 
Hammerfeldt is evidently givmg a bnef summary of his 
pnnaples, providmg me with a vad& mecum of kmgship, 
a manual on the management of men I hsten with an 
expression of deep attention and respectful grief By a 
touch which no doubt is dramatic, the other figures are 
gazing intently at me, on whom the future depends, not 
at the dymg man whose course is run Lookmg at the 
work as a whole, I am not in the least surprised that I 
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was recommended to bestow the Cross of St Paul on 
the painter I consented without demur In mere 
matters of taste I have always considered myself bound 
to reflect pubhc opmion 

Now for reality An old man struggling hard for 
breath , gasps now quicker, now slower , a few words 
half formed, choked, unintelhgible , eyes that were Ml 
of an impotent desire to speak , these came first Then 
the doctors gathered round, looked, whispered, went 
away I rose and walked twice across the room, 
coming back I stood and looked at him Still he 
knew me Suddenly his hand moved towards me I 
bent my head till my ear was within three inches of his 
lips , I could hear nothing I saw a doctor standmg by, 
watch m hand, he was timing the breath that grew 
slower and slower ** Will he speak ? '’ I asked in a 
whisper , a shake of the head answgred me I looked 
again into his eyes , now he seemed to speak to me 
My face grew hot and red, but I did not speak to him 
Yet I stroked his hand, and there was a gleam of un 
derstandmg in his eyes A moment later his eyes closed , 
the gasps becamg slower and slower I raised my head 
and looked across at the doctor His watch had a gold 
front protectmg the glass , he shut the front on the face 
with a chck 

Very likely there were no proper matenals for a 
picture here , the sentiment, the historical interest, the 
situation would all have been defective Men die m so 
very much the same way, and in so very much the 
same way men watch them djnng Death is the triumph 
of the physical J must not complam that the pamter 
imported some sentiment 

In twenty mmutes I was back again in my carnage, 
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being driven home rapidly My dinner was ready and 
Baptiste in attendance '' Ah, he is dead ^ " said 
Baptiste, as he fashioned my napkin into a more per 
feet shape 

“ Yes, Baptiste, he's dead," said I Bring me 
some shppers " 

Your Majesty will not dress ^ " 

“ A smokmg jacket," said I 

While I ate my dmner Baptiste chattered about the 
Prmce There was a kmdly humanity in the man that 
gave a whimsical tenderness to what he said 

“ Ah, now, M le Prmce knew the world well And 
where is he gone ^ Well, at least he will not be dis 
appointed ^ To die at eighty ^ It is only to go to bed 
when one is tired What use would there be in sitting 
up with heavy eyes ^ That is to bore yourself and the 
company " 

Has the Princess expressed a wish to see me ^ " I 
asked 

“Certainly, sire, at your leisure I said, ‘But His 
Majesty must dme* The Prmcess is much upset, it 
seems She was greatly attached to the Prmce " He 
looked at me shrewdly ** She valued the Prince very 
highly," he added, as though m correction of his pre 
vious statement 

“ I'll go directly I’ve done dinner Send and say so " 

I was not surprised that consternation reigned in the 
heart of my mother and extended its sway to Victoria 
Victoria was crymg, Princess Hemrich's eyes were dry, 
but her hps set in a despairing closeness Both mvited 
me to kiss them 

** What will you do without him ? " asked Victoria, 
dabbing her eyes 
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You have lost your best, your only guide,” said my 
mother 

I told them what I had to tell about Hammerfeldt’s 
death Victoria broke m^to compassionate comments, 
my mother hstened m silence 

Poor old Hammerfeldt ^ ” I ended reflectively 
** Where were you when you got the news > ” asked 
Victona 

I looked at her Then I answered quietly, — 

""I was callmg on the Countess von Sempach I 
lunched with Wetter and went on there ” 

There was a pause I beheve that my candour was a 
surprise , perhaps it seemed a defiance 

Did you tell the Pnnce that ? ” my mother asked 
** The Pnnce,” I answered, was not in a state to 
listen to anythmg that I might have said, not even to 
anythmg of importance ” 

** Fancy if he’d known — on his death bed » ” was 
Victoria’s very audible whisper 
My mother looked at me with a despairing expres- 
sion I am unwillmg to do either her or my sister 
an injustice, but I wondered then how much thought 
they were giving to the old fnend we had lost It 
seemed to me that they thought httle of the man we 
knew, the man himself , not gnef , but fear was dominant 
m them Wettefs saying You’re King at last,” came 
into my mind Perhaps their mood was intelhgible 
enough and did not want excuse They had seen in 
Hammerfeldt my schoolmaster, his hand was gone, and 
could no longer guide or restrain me To one a son, to 
the other a younger brother, by both I was counted 
incapable of standing alone or choosing my own path 
Hammerfeldt was gone , Wetter remained , the Countess 
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von Sempach remained That was the new position 
The Prince’s death then might well be to them so great 
a calamity as to lose its rank among sorrows, regrets 
for the past be ousted by terror for the future, and the 
loss of an ally obliterate grief for a friend 

^'But you know his wishes and his views, said my 
mother I hope that they will have an increased 
sacredness for you now 

He may be looking down on you from heaven,” 
added Victoria, folding her handkerchief so as to get a 
dry part uppermost 

I could not resist this provocation I smiled 
If it IS so, Victoria,” I remarked, " nobody will be 
more surprised than the Prince himself ” 

Victoria was very much offended She conceived 
herself to have added an effective touch I ndiculed 
her 

** You might at least pretend to have a little decent 
feehng,” she cried 

** Come, come, my dear, don’t let’s squabble over 
him before he’s cold,” said I, nsing Have you any 
thing else to say to me, mother ? ” 

At this instant my brother in law entered He smelt 
very strongly of tobacco, but wore an expression of 
premeditated misery He came up to me, holding out 
his hand 

** Good evemng,” said I 

"" Poor Hammerfeldt » ” he murmured Poor Ham 
merfeldt ^ What a blow ^ How lost you must feel ^ ” 

He had been taJkmg over the matter with Victoria 
That was beyond doubt 

** I happen to have been thinking,” rejomed, mosre 
of him than of myself ” 
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Of course, of course/' muttered WxUiam AdolphiY 
m some confusion, and (as I thought) with a reproachful 
glance at his wife 

We have lost the Prince/' said my mother, '' but we 
can still be guided by his example and his principles 
To follow his counsels will be the best monument you 
can raise to his memory, Augustm " 

I kissed her hand, and then she gave me her cheek 
Going to Victoria, I saluted her with brotherly hearti- 
ness I never allowed myseif to forget that Victoria was 
very fond of me, and I never lost my affection for her 

Now don’t be foolish, Augustin," she implored 

What IS being foolish ^ " I asked perversely 
‘‘ Oh, you know ^ You know very well what people 
say, and so do I " 

And poor old Hammerfeldt in heaven — does he 
know too > ” 

She turned away with a shocked expression WiUiam 
Adolphus hid a sheepish smile with a large hand In 
the lower ranges of humour Wilham Adolphus some 
times understood one I dechned his offer of company 
over a cigar, but bade him good night with a mild 
gratitude , he desired to be pleasant to us all, and the 
realization of his ambition presented difficulties 
I was very tired, and fell mto a deep sleep almost the 
moment I was m bed At four o’clock m the morning 
I awoke My fatigue seemed gone , I did not think of 
sleeping again The events of the day before came 
back to me with an extraordinary vividness of im- 
pression, the outcome of nerves strained to an unhealthy 
sensitiveness It would have needed but a httle self 
delusion, a httle ;^eldmg to the current of my thoughts 
to make me see Hammerfeldt by my bed The Countess 
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*ose and pulled up the blinds , the night had begun 
to pass from black to gray, for a moment I pictured 
the Prince, not lookmg down from heaven, but wan 
denng somewhere m such a dim cold twilight The 
message that his eyes had given me became very clear 
to me It had turned my cheek red , it sent an ex 
citement through me now It would not go easily 
mto words, but, as I sought to frame it, that other 
speech came back to me — the speech of the Prince's 
enemy Wetter had said, ‘‘ You're Kmg at last " 
What else had Hammerfeldt meant to say > Nothmg 
else That was his mess^e also From both it came — 
the same reminder, the same exhortation The hvmg 
man and the dead jomed their voices in this bnef appeal* 
It did not need my mother's despair or Victoria's 
petulance to lend it point I was amazed to find how 
it came home to me Now I perceived how, up to this 
time, my hfe had been centred m Hammerfeldt I was 
obe3nng him or disobe3ang, accepting his views or 
questionmg them, docile or rebelhous , when I rebelled, 
I rebelled for the pleasure of it, for the excitement it 
gave, the spice of danng, the air of independence, for 
curiosity, to see how he would take it, what saying 
he would utter, what resource of persuasion or argu 
ment he would mvoke It was strange to think that 
now, if I obeyed, I should not gratify, if I disobeyed 
I could make him uneasy no more If I went right, 
there was none to reap credit , if I wenb wrong, none 
who should have controlled me better, none to say, 
** You are wise, sire none to smile as he said, We 
must all learn wisdom, sire " It was very strange Wo 
be lirithcmt old Hammerfeldt 
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** You're a king at last By Wetter's verdict and by 
the Pnnce's own, his dellth made me m very truth King 
So they said , what did they think > Wetter's thought 
was, Heie is a kmg, a kmg to be shaped and used" 
I read Wetter's thought well enough But the old 
man's > His was a plea, a hope, a prayer “ Be King " 
A sudden flash of feeling came upon me — ^Too late ^ 
For I had gone to his bedside fresh from signing my 
abdication It mattered nothmg at whose bidding or 
with what eager obedience I had taken off the crown 
My sovereignty was my possession and my trust I 
had laid it down In those dim hours of the night, 
when men die (so they say), passion is cold, the blood 
chill, and we fall prey to the cruelties of truth, then 
I knew to what I had put my hand, why Wetter 
exulted, why Hammerfeldt's eyes spoke one unspoken 
prayer It was not that Wetter went ambassador, but 
that he went not of my will, by my act, or out of my 
mind , he went by another's wdl — that other on whose 
head I had put my crown 

Strange thoughts for a man not yet grown > I am 
not altogether of that mind For then my trust seemed 
very great, almoSt holy, armed with majesty , I had not 
learned the httle real power that lay m it To day, if I 
threw away my crown, I should not exaggerate the value 
of my sacrifice Then it seemed that I gave a great thing, 
and great was my betrayal Therefore I could not rest 
for the thought of what I had put my hand to, chafed 
at Wetter's words that sounded now hke a taunt, and 
seemed agam to see old Hammerfeldt dymg and to 
flush red in shame before the utterance of his eyes 
The Prince had served his masters, his country, and the 
cause that he held nght Wetter, if he served himself, 



THE KING'S MIRROR I47 

often seen poor old Hammerfeldt wince at But come 

now, did I mean to ^ Well, I knew what he meant, 

didn't I > 

'"My dear Wilham Adolphus," said I, "I am so 
infinitely obliged to you You have made me see the 
matter in quite a new hght It's surprismg what a 
talk with a man of the world does for one I am very 
young, of course " 

" Oh, you'll learn You’re no fool," said Wilham 
Adolphus 

" I suppose Victona doesn’t know you've come ^ " 

He turned rather red, and, like a fool, bed where he 
need not, out of pnde, not policy 
" No , I came off my own bat," he answered 
" You have done me a great service " 

“ My dear fellow ^ ’’ beamed he with the broadest of 
smiles, '*now Hammerfeldt 's gone, I thought a fnendly 
word or two would not come amiss " 

Hammerfeldt was dead now came William Adolphus 
II fiy a pas dhomme n^cessatre 
“ Of course you can do nothmg abrupt," he continued 

" But I thmk you might gradually ^'’ 

" I understand you absolutely," said I, nsmg to my 
feet 

" What I mean is " 

" My dear fellow, not another word is needed " 

You don't mmd if I mention to Victona that I 
have-- — > ’’ 

Put it m the evenmg papers, if you like," said I 
Ha, ha ^ " he laughed ‘‘ That wouldn’t be a bad 
joke, would it ^ ” 

What a man, ^ith his httle bit of stock wisdom — 
You can do nothmg abruptly " ^ Nothmg abruptly ! 
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I must not check myself abruptly on the edge of the 
precipice, but go quietly down half way to the gulf, and 
then come up agam ^ If I were ever to do anything, it 
must be done abruptly — ^now, to day, while the strength 
was on me, while there was still a force, fresh and 
vigorous, to match the other great force that drew me 
on And across this consciousness came a queer httle 
remorse for not havmg rescued Victoria from this hus 
band whom she sent to teach me When Baptiste 
brought me lunch I was laughing 

That afternoon the thought of Geoffrey Owen was 
much with me Perhaps I summoned it first in a sort 
of appeal against Hammerfeldt But I knew in my 
heart that the two could not be antagonists here 
Geoffrey would wish me to show favour, or at least 
impartiahty, towards Liberal opinions, for the sake of 
such a manifestation he might overlook certam objec 
tions and acquiesce in my giving the Embassy to 
Wetter But with what face would he hear an honest 
statement of the case — that Wetter was to have the 
Embassy because the Kmg desired to please Countess 
von Sempach > I smiled drearily as I imagined his 
incredulous indignation No, everybody was against 
me, samts and sages, Geoffrey and Hammerfeldt, women 
and men , even the fools gave no countenance to 
my folly Wilham Adolphus thought that I might 
gradually— — ^ 

At five o’clock I sent for Wetter He came with 
remarkable promptness He was visibly excited, and 
eould hardly force himself to spend a moment on the 
formal and proper expressions of regret for the Prmce’s 
death He seemed to be watching* me closely and 
eag^ly I made him sit down, and gave him a cigar 
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I had meant to approach the matter with a diplomatic 
deviousness I had overrated my skill and self control 
Wetter made me feel young and awkward I was like a 
schoolboy forced to confess* the neglect of his task, and 
speakmg m fear of the cane Ignoring the reserve that 
had marked our former conversation, I blurted out,-— 

I can't send you to Pans " 

The man's face went white, but he controlled himself 
Your Majesty knows that I did not ask for it," he 
said with considerable dignity 
** I know , but you wanted it " 

He looked straight at me , he was very pale 
' Truly, yes," he said I wanted it Since Your 
Majesty is plain, Fll be plain too " 

Why did you want it ^ Why are you pale, Wetter ^ " 
He put his cigar in his mouth and smoked fiercely, 
but did not answer 

“ You must have wanted it," I said, or you wouldn't 
have tried to get it in that way " 

" My God, I did want it " 

Why?" 

If I can't have it, what matter ? " He rose to his 
feet and bowed Good bye, sire," said he Then he 
gave a cunous laugh Monturus te saluto^ he added, 
laughing still 

What's the matter, man ? " I cried, springmg up and 
catching him by the arm 

I haven't a shillmg m the world , my creditors are 
in full chase , I'm posted for a card debt at the club 
If I had this I could borrow Good God, you promised 
It to het ^ " 

Yes, I promisM it to her " 

'' Have you seen her again ? " 
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No I must ” 

'' To whom will you give it > ” 

'' I don’t know Not to you ” 

‘‘Why not 

“ You’re not fit for it ” 

He took out his handkerchief and wiped his forehead 

I was no more fit for it yesterday,” he said 
“ I won’t argue it ” 

“ As you please, sire,” said he with a shrug, and he 
seemed to pull himself together He rose and stood 
before me with a smile on his hps 
I sat down, took a piece of paper, wrote a draft, 
leaving the amount unstated, and pushed it across to 
him He looked down at it m wonder Then his face 
lit up with eagerness 

You mean — you mean > ” he stammered 

“ My ransom,” said I 
“ Mine » ” he cried 

“ No , it IS mine, the pnce of my freedom ” 

He hfted the piece of paper m a hand that trembled 
“ It’s a lot of money,” he said “ Eighty or ninety 
thousand marks ” 

“ My name is good for that ” 

He looked me in the face, opening his hps but not 
speaking Then he thrust out his hand to me I took 
it , I was as much moved as he 
“ Don’t tempt me agam,” I said 
He gnpped my hand hard and fiercely, when h^e released 
it I waved it towards the door I could trust myself no 
more He turned to go , but I called to him agam, — 

“ Don’t say anythmg to her I must see her ” 

He faced me with an agitated look 
“ What for ? ” he asked. 
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I made him no answer, but lay back m my chair 
He came towards me slowly and with hesitation I 
looked up m his face 

111 pay you back ” he said 
“ I don’t want the money ” 

And I don’t mean the money In fact. I’m bad at 
paying money back Why have you done it ^ ” 

“ I have done it for myself, not for you You owe 
me nothmg My honour was pawned, and I have 
redeemed it I was bound , I am free ” 

His eyes were fixed intently on me with a sort of 
wonder, but I motioned him again to the door He 
obeyed me without another word, after a bow he 
turned and went out I rose, and having walked to the 
window looked down into the street I saw him cross 
mg the roadway with a slow step and bent head He 
was going towards his club, not to his house I stood 
watching him till he turned round a comer and dis 
appeared Then I drew a long breath and returned to 
my chair I had hardly seated myself when Baptiste 
came m with a note It was from the Countess Aren’t 
you coming to day > ” That was all 

There is no answer,” I said, and Baptiste left me 
For I must carry the answer myself , and the answer 
must be, “ Yes, to day , but not to morrow ” 

There was doubtless some extravagance m my con 
ception of the situation, and I have not sought to 
conceal or modify it It seemed to me that I could 
play my part only at the cost of what was dearest 
to me in the world Money had served with Wetter , 
It would not serve here My heart must pay, my heart 
and hers I remember that I sat in my chair murmur 
mg again and again, ** To day, but not to morrow ” 



CHAPTER XIII 

I PROMISE NOT TO LAUGH 

I TAKE it that generally when middle age looks back 
on the emotions of youth and its temptations, it is to 
smile at the wildness of the first and to marvel at the 
victories of the second That is not my mood when I 
recall the relation between the Countess and myself 
For sometimes, whde passion becomes less fierce, 
aspiration grows less exalted The man who calls 
most if not all things vanity will yield to desires 
which some high strung ideal in the boy would rout 
At forty the feelmgs are not so strong as at twenty, 
but neither are the ambitions, the dreams, the con 
ception of self It is easier to resist, but it may not 
seem so well worth while Thus it is with me I 
wonder not at the begmmng or progress of my first 
love, but at the manner of its end, asking myself in 
credulously what motive or what notion had power to 
hold bade the flood of youth, seeking almost m vam 
to rediscover the sprmg that moved me then Yet, 
though I cannot feel it again, I know dimly what it 
was, that high, strange, noble, ludicrous ideal of my 
ofi&ce which so laid hold on me as to scatter passion^s 
forces and wrest me from the arms of her I loved 
cannot now so think of my kingship, so magnify its 
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claim, or conceive that it matters so greatly to the 
world how I hold it or what manner of man I show 
myself I come to the conclusion (though it may seem 
to border on paradox) thatun a like case I could not, or 
should not, do now what I did then I suppose that it 
IS some such process as this — weakenmg of emotion 
parallel with a lowering of ideal — ^that makes us, as we 
grow older, think ourselves so much wiser and know 
ourselves to be so little better 

I had charged Wetter to say nothing to the Countess 
but he disobeyed me He had been to her and told 
her all that passed between us I knew this the mo 
ment I entered her room Her agitated nervous air 
showed me that she had been mformed of the with 
drawal of my gift, was aware that the Embassy was no 
longer hers to give to Wetter or another, and was 
wondermg helplessly what the meaning of the change 
might be To her, as to Wetter, the death of Hammer- 
feldt must have seemed the removal of an impediment , 
only through the curious processes of my own mind did 
it raise an obstacle insurmountable She had liked the 
Prince, but feared him, she imagined my feelings to 
have been the same, and perhaps m his lifetime they 
were Then should not I, who had been brought to 
defy him hvmg, more readily disregard him dead ^ 

But against her knowledge of me and her quick wit 
no preconception could hold out long She was by me 
m a moment, asking, — 

“ What has happened ^ What’s wrong, Augustin > ” 

I had pictured myself describing to her what I felt, 
makmg her understand, sympathise, and, even while she 
grieved, approve * The notion was so strong in me that 
I did not doubt of findn^ words for it — ^words eloquent 
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of its force and digiuty But before her simple im 
pulsive question I was dumb A wave of shyness 
swept over me , not even to her could I divulge my 
thoughts, not even from he^ risk the smile of ridicule 
or the blankness of non apprehension I became 
wretchedly certain that I should be only absurd and 
priggish, that she would not believe me, would see only 
excuse and hypocrisy in what I said It was so difficult 
also not to seem to accuse her, to charge her with 
grasping at what I had freely offered, with having, as 
the phrase runs, designs on me, with wishing to take 
power where she had been impelled to bestow love 
She pressed me with more questions, but still I found 
no answer 

“ I can’t do it,” I was reduced to stammenng “ I 
can’t do it He’s not the man I must find another ” 

'' Of the Prince’s party ^ ” she asked quickly 
I don’t know I must find somebody , I must find 
somebody for myself ” 

I had sat down, and she was standmg opposite to me 
Find somebody for yourself > ” she repeated slowly 
For yourself > What do you mean by that, Augustin > ” 
I must choose a man for myself ” 

You mean — you mean without my help > ” 

I returned no answer, but sat lookmg at her with a 
dreary appealmg gaze She was silent for a few moments, 
then she Said suddenly, — 

You haven’t offered to kiss me ” 

I rose and kissed her on the lips , she stood still and 
did not kiss me 

“ Thank you,” she said I asked you to kiss me, 
and you’ve kissed me Thank you ” She paused and 
added, ** Have I grown so much older m a day 
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It’s not that It’s ” 

It IS that,” she said She turned away and seated 
herself on the sofa, where she sat with her eyes fixed on 
the ground Then she gave a short laugh I knew it 
would come,” she said, '' but this is~is rather sudden ” 

I ran to her and threw myself on my knees by her 
I lifted my arm and put it round her neck, and drew her 
face down to mine 

No no, no,” I whispered passionately It’s not 
that ” 

She let me kiss her now many times, and presently 
returned my kisses Her breath caught m gasps, and 
she clutched my hand imploringly 
** You do love me ? ” she murmured 
Yes, yes ” 

** Then why— why > Why do you do this ^ ” She 
drew back, lookmg m my face m a bewildered way 
Then a sudden brightness came into her eyes ** Is it 
for me > Are you thmkmg of me ^ ” 

‘‘ No,” said I m stubborn honesty, ” I was not think 
mg of you ” 

Don’t*” she cried, for she did not believe me 
What do I care? I cared once , I don’t care now ” 

It wasn’t because of you,” I repeated obstinately 
Then tell me, tell me » Because I beheve you stdl 
love me ” 

I made shift to tell her, but my stumbling words 
belittled the great conception I could not find the 
phrases that alone might convey the truth to her , but 
I held on, trying to say somethmg of what I meant 
** I never tned to interfere,” she broke in once 
” I made you interfere — ^I myself,” was my lame an 
swer , and the rest I said was as lame 
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I don’t understand,” she murmured forlornly and 
petulantly Oh, I suppose I see what you mean in 
a way , but I don’t believe it I don’t see why you 
should feel like that about Do men feel like that > 
Women don’t ” 

I can’t help it,” I pleaded, pressing her hand She 
drew it away gently 

And what will it mean ? ” she asked Am I never 
to see you ^ ” 

” Often, often, I hope, but ” 

” I’m not to talk to you about — about important 
thmgs — ^things we both care about ^ ” 

I felt the absurdity of such a position The abstract 
made concrete is so often made absurd 
** Then you won’t come often , you won’t care about 
coming” Somethmg m her thoughts made her flush 
suddenly She met my eyes and took courage You 
asked a good deal of me ” she said 
I made no answer , she understood my silence She 
rose, leaving me on my knees I threw myself on the 
sofa, and she went to the hearthrug She knew that 
what I had asked of her I asked no more There was 
a long silence between us At last she spoke m a very 
low voice 

” It’s only a httle sooner than it must have been,” 
she said ” And I — I suppose I must be glad that 
it’s come home to me now mstead of — later I dare 
say you'!! be glad of that too, Augustin ” 

” How are we to live, how are we to meet, what are 
we to be to one another > ” she broke out the next 
moment. We can’t go on as if nothing had hap 
pened” 

I don’t know” 
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You don^t know ^ Yet youVe hard as iron about 
it Oh, I daresay you’re right , you must be It’s 
only a little sooner ** 

She turned her back to me, and stood looking down 
mto the fire I was trying to answer her question, to 
realize how it would be between us, how, having hved 
in the real, we must now dwell in the unreal with one 
another I was wondering how I could meet her and 
not show that I loved her how I could love her and yet 
be true to my idol, the conception that governed me 
Suddenly she spoke, without turnmg or lifting her head 
Whom shall you send to Pans > ” 

** I don’t know I haven’t settled ” 

‘‘Wetter mentioned somebody else — besides him 
self>” 

“ Only Max,” said I, with a dreary laugh 
“ Hadn’t you better send Max > That is, if you thmk 
him fit for it ” 

I thought that she was relieving her petulance by a 
bitter jest , but a moment later she said again, still 
without turnmg round, — 

“Send Max” ^ 

I rose and walked slowly to where she stood Hear- 
mg my movement, she faced me 
“ Send Max,” she said agam, holdmg out her hands 
towards me, clasped together “ I — I can’t stay here 
like— in the way you say And you ^ How could you 
doit>” 

“ You would go with him ^ ” I exclaimed 
“ Of course ” 

“ For five years 

“ When I come back,” she said “ you will be twenty- 
five You will be married to Elsa I shall he thirty- 
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four There will be no difficulty about how we are to 
treat one another when I come back, Augustin 

My God ^ ” I murmured, lookmg m her eyes As I 
looked they filled with tears 

My dear, my dear,*’ she said, raismg her arms and 
setting her hands on my shoulders I have never for 
gotten that I was a fool — yes, once, for a few moments 
yesterday I shall remember at Paris what a fool I 
was, and I shan’t forget it when I come back Only 
I wish it didn’t break one’s heart to be a fool ” 

I won’t let you go , I won’t send him I can’t ” 
Will it be better to have it happen here gradually 
before my eyes every day ? I should kill myself I 
couldn’t bear it I should see you finding out, changing 
forgetting, laughmg Oh, what a miserable woman I 
am ^ ” She turned away suddenly and flung herself into 
an armchair 

Why did you do it > ” she cried Why did you > ” 
I loved you ” 

Yes, yes, yes That’s the absurdity, the horrible 
absurdity And I loved you, and I love you Isn’t 
it funny ? ” She laughed hystencally How funny 
we shall think it soon » When I come back from Pans » 
No, before then ^ We shall laugh about it » ” She broke 
into sobs, hiding her face m her hands 
I shall never laugh about it,” I said 
Shan’t you ^ ” she asked, lookmg up and gating 
mtently at me Then she rose and came towards me 
No, I don’t think you will Don’t, dear But I don’t 
thmk you will iTou won’t laugh about it, will you > 
You won’t laugh, Caesar ? ” 

I bent low and kissed her hand I should have broken 
down had I tned to speak As I raised my head from 
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her hand she kissed my brow Then she wiped her eyes, 
saymg,— 

** You’ll send Max to Paris ^ You promised me this 
Embassy You shall be good and great and mdepend 
ent, and all you say you mean to be and must be, after- 
wards But you promised me this Embassy Well, I 
ask your promise of you I ask it for Max ” 

“ You would go away from me ? ” 

Yes I want to grow old away from you I ask 
the Embassy for Max ” 

I stood silent, wretched, undecided She came near 
to me again 

** Don’t refuse me, dear,” she said in a low unsteady 
voice I don’t ask much of you^ — ]ust to let me go, 
and not to laugh I shall never asfc-anything again of 
you I have given you so much, and I would have 
given you anything you asked Don’t n=»fuse me ” 

‘‘ It breaks my heart ” 

Poor heart, poor heart ^ ” she whispered sqftly, with 
a sad mockmg smile It will mend, Caesar ” 

You — you mean it > ” 

With all my heart and soul ” 

Then so be iP” 

She came to me and held out her arms I clasped 
her in mme, and we kissed one another Then both of 
us sat down agam, and there was silence Only once 
she spoke 

How soon shall we go ^ ” she asked 

** In about three weeks or a month, I suppose,” I 
answered 

We were sittmg silent when we heard a step on the 
stairs Hark » she said It’s Max’s step ” She 
rose quickly and turned the lamp lower, then seated 
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herself m shadow '^May I tell him about it now?" 
she asked 

Yes — ^if it must be^so” 

“ Yes, it must ” Sjbe kissed her hand to me, sa3mig, 
Good bye ” The door opened, and Max von Sempach 
came m Before he could greet me she began, — 

Max, what do yon think brings the King here to 
day?"' 

Max professed himself at a loss 
He’s come abouti you,” she said '' WeVe been 
talkmg about you ” 

Have you ? Whdt about me ^ ” he asked, going up 
to her She rose and laid her hand on his arm 
** The King is goinig to give our side a turn,” she said, 
with a marvellous composure and even an appearance 
of gaiety i 

What ^ ” cried Max “ Are you going to send 
Wetter to Pans, sire ? ” 

** No,” said I “ Not Wetter He doesn’t want it 
how, and anyhow he’s not fit for it ” 

‘‘ He doesn’t want it > Oh, but he does » ” 

” Max, you mustn’t contradict the Kmg But one of 
our people is to have it Guess who it^is * ” 

He shrugged his shoulders 
" I don?t know who it is if it’s not Wetter ” 

It’s you,” she said — ” Isn’t it, sire > ” 

” If he likes it,” said I — Do you like it ^ ” 

” Like it ^ ” he exclaimed ** Oh, but I can’t believe it * 
Somethmg of the sort has been the dream of my life ” 

** It is yours if you will have it,” said I 
^*And the dream of your life will come true,” she 
sard, ” Fancy that ^ I didn’t know it ever happened ” 
And she glanced at me 
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Yes, the dream of has life shall come true/' said I 
^ You’re very fit for it and I’m very glad to give it to 
one of your side ” 

The King belongs to no party,” said she She 
paused and added, ** And to no person He stands 
apart and alone ” 

I hardly heeded Max’s profuse thanks and honest 
open exultation 

It’s too good to be true,” said he 
This has always seemed to me a strange little scene 
between us three The accepted conventions of emotion 
required that it should raise m me and m her a feeling 
of remorse , for Max was so honest, so simple, so ex- 
clusively given over to gratitude So far as I recollect, 
however, I had no such feeling, and I do not think that 
the Countess differed from me in this respect I was 
envious of him, not because he took her with him (for 
he did not take her love), but simply because he had 
got something he liked, was very pleased, and in a 
good temper with the world and himself The dream 
of his life, as he declared impetuously, was fulfilled The 
dream of ours was shattered How were we to reproach 
ourselves on his account ^ It would have been the 
Quixotry of conscience 

I daresay you won’t like it so much as you thmk,’' 
said I, with a childish desire to make him a little less 
comfortable 

Oh yes, I shall ^ — ^And you’ll like it won’t you ^ ” 
He turned to his wife affectionately 

As if I should let you take it if I didn’t like it,” she 
answered, smiling Think how I shall show off before 
all my good countrywomen m Pans ^ ” 

I don’t know how to thank Your Majesty,” said Max 
6 
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I don’t want any thanks I haven’t done it for 
thanks I thought you the best man ” 

“ No, no,” he murmured I like to thmk it’s partly 
friendship for my wife and me Everybody will say so ” 
I looked up with a little start 
I suppose they will,” said I 
"" Yes, you’ll be handsomely abused ” 

"That’ll be rather funny,” I remarked almost un 
consciously, as I looked across to the Countess, smiling 
" I mean — you don’t inmd my saymg ^ ” asked Max , 
and when I nodded, he went on, " They’ll point out 
that you’re turning to our side the moment that the 
Prince is dead Yes, it will make a good deal of talk , 
they’ll call it the begmnmg of a new era ” 

" Perhaps they’ll be right,” said she in a low voice 
I rose to my feet I recognized the truth in what 
Max said, and it seemed to add a touch of irony that 
the situation had lacked Hammerfeldt himself, if he 
looked down from heaven (as Victoria picturesquely 
suggested), would be amused at the interpretation put 
on my action , it would suit his humour well to see the 
great sacrifice that I had made at the shrine of his 
teaching twisted mto a repudiation his views and a 
prompt defiance of the authority which he in life had 
exercised His partisans would be furious with me, 
they would say I flouted his memory That would be 
strange to hear when the figure of the Countess was 
still fresh before my eyes, and the sound of her sobs 
rang yet m my ears I shrugged my shoulders 

" There are harder things to bear than a little abuse 
and a little gossip I can’t help it if they don’t under 
stand the grounds of my action ” 

" It’s so soon after the Prince’s death,” said Max 
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The thing could not be delayed , it had to be done 
at once,” said I 

I moved towards her to take my leave She was 
standing close by her husband’s side , her face was still 
in shadow 

We shall have so much to do before we go/* she 
said, ‘‘ that we can hope to see very little more of Your 
Majesty ” 

Yes,” broke in Max we must go down and arrange 
everything on the estate , we’re gomg to be away for 
so long ” 

Oh, but I shall hope to see you again You must 
come and say good bye to me Now I must leave you ” 

Good bye, and agam thank you,” she said 
She came with me to the door, and down the stairs 
Max walked m front, and went on to open the door and 
see that my carnage was m readiness For an instant 
I clasped her hand 

I shan’t see you agam,” she whispered Good bye ” 
I left her standmg on the lowest step, her head proudly 
erect and a smile on her lips It was as she said — I did 
not see her again , for they went to the country the 
next day, and when Max came to take a formal leave 
of me, she excused herself on the score of mdisposition 
To complete the picture I ought to describe the wrath 
of those who had formed Hammerfeldt’s entourage^ the 
gleeful satisfaction of the opposmg party, the articles m 
the journals, the speculations, guesses, and assertions 
as to my reasons, temper, intention, and expressions 
I should paint also my mother’s mmgled annoyance and 
relief — vexation that I favoured the Liberals, and joy 
that the Countess von Sempach went to Pans , Victoria's 
absolute bewilderment and meffectual divmgs and fish 
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mgs for anything that might throw light on so mysterious 
a matter , William Adolphus's mtense self complacency 
m my followmg of his advice, accompanied by a patron 
izing rebuke for my having thought it necessary to do 
it so abruptly” All these good people, as they acted 
their little parts and filled their corners of the stage, 
had their own ideas of the meanmg of the play and 
their own estimate of the importance of the characters 
They all fitted into their places m my conception of it, 
so that not one was superfluous , all were needed, and 
all worked in unconsciousness to heighten the irony, to 
point the comedy, and to frame the tragedy in its most 
effective, most mcongruous setting For m this real 
life the stage manager takes no pains to have all thmgs 
m harmony, nor to lead us through gradual and well 
attempered emotions to the climax of exalted feeling, 
nor to banish from our sight all that jars and clashes 
with the pathos of the piece Rather he works by con 
trusts, by strange juxtapositions, by surpnses, careless 
how many of the audience follow his mind, not heeding 
dissatisfaction or pleasure, recking nothing whether we 
applaud or damn his play 

Well, here was I, Augustm, twenty years of age, and 
determined to reign alone And my Countess was gone 
to Pans Did you look down from heaven, old Ham 
merfeldt ? Victoria thought you did Well, then, was 
not the boy's work absurdly, extravagantly, bravely 
done> 



CHAPTER XIV 

PLEASURE TAKES LEAVE TO PROTEST 

During the months that followed the departure of the 
Sempachs I engaged myself busily m public affairs, in 
the endeavour to gam better acquaintance with the 
difficult trade which was mine I do not throw off 
mpressions lightly, and I was dismclined for gaiety, or 
for more society than the obligations of my position 
demanded My mother approved of my zeal, a con 
vinced partisan, she enjoyed that happy confidence m 
her own views which makes people certam that every- 
body can study their opmions only to embrace them 
Attention is the sole preliminary to conversion I will 
not speak further of this matter here than to say that I 
was doomed to disappoint Prmcess Heinrich m this 
respect I am glad of it The world moves, and 
although it is very difficult for persons so artificially^ 
situated as I have been to move with it, yet we can and 
must move after it, lumbermg along m its wake more or 
less slowly and awkwardly We hold on this tenure , 
if we do not perform it — ^weU, we end in country-houses 
m England 

It was, I suppose, owmg to these occupations that I 
failed to notice tbe relations between Victoria and her 
husband until they had reached a rather acute cnsis 



1 66 THE KING’S MIRROR 

Either from a desire to reinforce the number of my 
guardian angels, or merely because they found them 
selves very comfortable, the pair had taken up a prac 
tically permanent residence, with me I was very glad 
to have them, and assigned them a handsome set of 
apartments quite at the other end of the house Here 
they lived in considerable splendour, seeing a great deal 
of company and assummg the position of social leaders 
Victoria at least was admirably suited to play such a 
part^g^and I certainly did not grudge it to her , for my 
mother I cannot speak so confidently William Adol 
phus, havmg abandoned his military pursmts, led an 
idle lounging life In consequence he grew indolent, 
his stoutness increased I mention this personal detail 
merely because I believe that it had a considerable 
influence on Victoria’s feehngs towards him Her 
varied nature included a vivid streak of the romantic, 
and with every expansion m his belt and every multipli 
cation of the folds of his chin William Adolphus came 
to satisfy this instinct in her less and less She sought 
other interests , she contnved to combine very dexter 
ously the femme tncompnse with the leader of fashion , 
she posed as a patron of letters and the arts, indul 
gmg in mtellectual flirtations with professors and other 
learned folk There was no harm m this, and William 
Adolphus would not have been m the smallest degree 
disturbed by it He had all the self confidence given 
by a complete want of imagination Unhappily, how 
ever, she began to treat him with something very like 
contempt, allowed him to perceive that his company 
did not satisfy her spintual and mental requirements, 
and showed herself more than willing that he should 
choose his own associates and dispose of his own time 
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He was not resentful, he confessed that his wife's 
friends bored him and availed himself amply and good 
natured y of the liberty which her expressed pieferences 
afforded him He devoted himself to his sport, his 
dogs, and his horses , this was aH very well He also 
became a noted patron of the lighter forms of the drama , 
this, for reasons that I shall mdicate directly, was not 
quite so well Out of this last taste of William Adol- 
phus came the strained relations between his wife and 
himself to which I have referred 
Among those who have crossed my path few have 
stamped themselves more clearly on my memory than 
Coralie Mansoni She was by no means so great a 
force m my life as was the Countess von Sempach, but 
she remains a smgularly vivid image before my eyes 
Bom Heaven knew where and of parents whom I doubt 
whether she herself could name, seemmg to hail from 
the bordeiland of Italy and France, a daughter of the 
Riviera, she had strayed and tumbled through a youth 
of which she would speak m moments of expansion 
I, however, need say nothmg of it When I saw her 
first she was playing a small part in a light opera at 
Forstadt A few^ weeks later she had assumed leadmg 
roles, and was the idol of the young men She was 
then about twenty- three, tall, dark, of full figure doomed 
to a brevity of beauty, but at the moment magnificence 
itself Every mtellectual gift she appeared to lack, ex- 
cept a strangely persistent resolution of purpose and an 
admirably lucid conception of her own interest She 
was not in the least brilliant or even amusing in general 
conversation She^ worshipped her own beauty , she 
owed to it all she was, and paid the debt with a defiant 
assertion of its supremacy None could contradict her 
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She was very lazy as legards physical exertion, extremely 
fond of eating and drinking, a careful manager of her 
money All this sounds and was very unattractive 
On the other side of the account may be put a certain 
simplicity, an indolent kmdness, a desire to make folks 
comfortable and (what I liked most) a mental honesty 
which caused her to assess both herself and other people 
with a nearness to her and their real value that was at 
times absolutely startling It seemed as though a per 
son, otherwise neither clever nor of signally high char 
acter, had been gifted with a clatrvoyance which allowed 
her to read hearts and a relentless fine sincerity that 
forced her to declare what she read to all who cared to 
listen to her Whatever she did or did not in that queer 
life of hers, she never flattered man or woman, and 
fashioned no false image of herself 
William Adolphus made her the rage, so strangely 
things fall out He went five nights runmng to see 
her Next week came a new piece, with Coralie in the 
chief part My brother m law had sent for her to his 
box He was a Prmce, a great man, exalted, of what 
seemed boundless wealth Coralie was languidly polite 
William Adolphus's broad face must hSve worn a luxun 
ous smile He did Coralie the honour of calling on her 
at her pretty villa, where she lived with her aunt m law 
(oddly selected relationship Madame Bnande He 
was received with acquiescence , enthusiasm was not 
among Coralie's accomplishments However, she lazily 
drawled out the opimon that Mon$e%gneur was hon enfant 
William Adolphus mounted mto the seventh heaven 
He came home and did not tell his wife where he had 
been This silence was significant 'As a rule, if he but 
visited the tailor or had his hair cut he told everybody 
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all about it He had really no idea that some things 
were uninteresting I do not mean to say that this trait 
constitutes exactly a peculianty 
My brother in law and I were very good friends He 
proposed that I should accompany him to the theatre 
and afterwards be his guest, for he was to entertain 
Coralie at supper 

But where > ” I asked with a smile 

There is an excellent restaurant where I have a pri\ ate 
room/’ he confessed 

And they don’t know you ? ” 

'' Of course they know me ” 

I mean, where they would be willing to know 
neither you nor me ” 

Oh, I see what you mean That’s all right ” 

So I went with William Adolphus Several men 
whom I knew were present, among them Wetter and 
M le Vicomte de Varvilliers, second secretary of the 
French Embassy and a mirror of fashion We were 
quite informal Varvilliers sat on my left and em 
ployed himself m givmg me an account of my right 
hand neighbour Coralie I listened absently, for the 
sight of Wetter h^d stirred other thoughts in my mind 
I had not yet spoken to Coralie , my brother in law 
monopolized her 

I ought to speak to her, I suppose ^ ’ I said to 
Varvilliers at last 

A thousand pardons for engrossmg Your Majesty ’ ” 
he cried Yes, I think you should ” 

Wilham Adolphus’s voice flowed on m the account of 
a match between one of his horses and one of somebody 
el^e’s I turned tc* follow Varvtlhers’s advice , rather to 
my surprise, I found Coralie’s eyes fixed on me with an 
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appearance of famt amusement She began to address 
me without waitmg for me to say anythmg 
“ Why do you listen to what Varvilliers says about me 
instead of finding out about me yourself ^ ” she asked 
How do you know he talked of you, mademoi 
seller” 

She shrugged her shoulders and returned to her 
salad William Adolphus asked her a question, she 
nodded without looking up from the salad I began to 
eat my salad 

“ It’s a good salad,” I observed, after a few mouthfuls 
“ Very,” said Coralie , she turned her great eyes on 
me And, mon Dteuy what a rare thing ^ ” she added 
with a sigh 

Probably she would expect a touch of gallantry 
'' The perfection of everythmg is rare,” said I, looking 
pointedly in her face She put up her hand, lightly 
fingered the curls on her forehead, smiled at me, and 
turned agam to her salad I laughed She looked up 
agam quickly 

You laugh at me > ” she asked, not resentfully, but 
with an air of frank inquiry 

No, at the human race, mademoiselle It is we, not 
you, who excite laughter ” 

She regarded me with apparent curiosity, and gradu 
ally began to smile Why > ” she asked, just showing 
her level white teeth 

You haven’t learned yet > ” 

William Adolphus began to speak to her You would 
have sworn she had a deaf ear that side She had 
finished her salad and sat turned towards me If a 
very white shoulder could at all console my brother in 
law, he had an admirable view of one Apparently he 
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was not content , he pushed his chair back with a noise 
and called to me, — 

Shall we smoke > I have eaten enough " 

With all my heart," I answered 
In fact he has eaten too much " observed Coralie, 
by no means m an aside " ** He and I— we both eat 
too much He is fat already I shall be " 

You are talkative to night, mademoiselle," said 
Varvilliers, who was offermg her a cigarette 

I believe there is to night some one worth talking 
to," she retorted 

'' Alas, and not last night > " he cried in affected 
despair 

I, however, thmking that it would ill become me to 
eat my brother m law's supper and then spoil his sport 
bowed to the lady and crossed over to where Wetter 
was standmg Near him was a group of young men 
laughing and talking with Madame Biiande , he seemed 
to pay little heed to their chatter Varvilliers followed 
me, and William Adolphus sat down by Coralie But 
I had not been talkmg to Wetter more than two mm- 
utes when the lady rose, left my brother m-law, and 
came to join our group She took her stand close by 
me ^ Half attracted and half repelled by her, young 
enough still to be shy I was much embarrassed , the 
other men were smdmg — I must except William Adol- 
phus — and Varvilliers whispered to me — 

Les beaux yeux de votre couronne, stre " 

Coralie overheard his warnmg , she was not m the 
least put out 

'"Don't disturb yourself," she said to Varvilliers 
"The King is not a fool, he doesn't suppose that 
people forget what he is " 
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' You've judged him on short acquaintance/' said 
VarviUiers, lather vexed 

‘‘ It's my way , and why shouldn't I give my 
opinion ^ " 

Wetter laughed, and said to the Frenchman, — 

“ You had better not ask for your charactei, I think, 
Vicomte " 

Heavens, no ’ " cried he Come, I see Monseigneur 
all alone » ” 

You are right," said Coralie Go and talk to him 
The King and I will talk " 

They went off. Wetter laughing, VarviUiers still a 
little rufHed by his encounter Coralie passed her arm 
through mme and led me to a sofa I had recovered my 
composure, was interested, and amused 

Briande," she said suddenly, is always deplonng 
my stupidity ' How wiU you get on,' she says, ' without 
wit ^ Men are ruled by wit though they are won by 
faces ' So she says WeU, I don't know Wit is not 
m my line " She looked at me half questioningly, half 
defiantly 

I perceive no deficiency in the quality, mademoiselle," 
said I 

^*Then you have not known witty women," she re 
torted tranquiUy “ But I am not altogether dull I am 
not like Monseigneur there ” 

My brother-m law ? " 

“So I am told " 

As she said this she looked again at me and began to 
laugh I laughed also But I could not very well 
discuss William Adolphus with her 

“ What man do you desire to rule with this wit > " I 
asked 
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“One can’t tell when it might be useful,” said she, 
with a barely perceptible smile 
“ Surely beauty is more powerful ” 

“ With Monseigneur > ” 

“ Oh, never mind. Monseigneur ” 

“ But not with men of another kind ’ 

“ Some men are not to be ruled by any means ” 

“ You thmk so ^ ” 

“ Take Wetter now ^ ” 

“ I would give him a week’s resistance ” 

“ Varvdliers > ” 

“A day” 

I did not put the third question, but I looked at her 
with a smile She saw my meanmg, of course, but she 
did not tell me how long a resistance she would predict 
for me I thought that I had talked enough to her, and, 
^ince she would not let me alone, I determined to take 
my leave I wished her good night She received my 
adieu with marked indifference 

“ I am very glad to have made your acquaintance,” 
said I 

“ Why, yes,” she answered “ You are thmkmg that 
I am a strange c^-eature, a new experience ” And with 
this she turned away, although I was about to speak 
again 

Varvilliers’s way lay in the same direction as mine, and 
I took him with me He chatted gaily as we went 
What I liked in the Vicomte was his confident denial of 
life’s alleged senousness He seemed much amused at 
the situation which he proceeded to unfold to me Ac- 
cordmg to him, Wetter was passionately, my brother-m- 
law inanely, enamoured of Coralie Wetter was ready to 
ruin himself in purse and prospects for her, and would 
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gladly marry her William Adolphus would be capable 
of def3ung his wife, his mother in law, and public opinion 
But Coralie, he explained, cared little for either Wetter 
could give her nothing , from William Adolphus she had 
already gained the advancement which it was in his 
power to secure for her 

She wanted something new, so she made him bring 
Your Majesty ” he ended, laughing 

Was my brother m law unwilling ^ ” 

" Oh no He didn’t understand,” laughed Var 
villiers He was proud to bring you ” 

'' It’s rather awkward for me I suppose I oughtn’t 
to have come ” 

Ah, sire, when we have enjoyed ourselves, let us not 
be imgrateful She amused you ^ ” 

She certainly interested me ” 

He shrugged his shoulders *'What more do you 
want ^ ” he seemed to ask But I was wondering 
whether I should be justified in lending countenance to 
these distractions of William Adolphus The French 
man’s quick wit overtook my thoughts 

" If you wish to rescue the Pnnce from danger, sire,” 
he said, laughing, ” you can’t do better than come 
often ’ 

'' It seems to me that I’m m danger of quarrelling 
either with my sister or with my brother m law ” 

” If I were you, I should feel myself in a danger more 
delightful ” 

But why not yourself equally, Vicomte ^ Aren’t 
you m love with her ^ ” 

” Not I,” he answered, with a laugh and a shake of 
his head 

** But why not ^ ” I asked, laughing also 
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''Can you ask? There is but one possible reason 
for a man’s not being m love with Coralie Mansoni ” 

" Tell me it, Vicomte 
" Because he has been, sue ’’ 

" A good safeguard, but of no use to me 
" Why, no — not at present,” answered Varvillieis 
The carriage drew up at his lodgings I was not 
inclined for sleep, and readily acceded to his request 
that I should pay him a visit Having dismissed the 
carriage (I was but a little way from my own house) 

I mounted the stairs and found m57self in a very snug 
room He put me m an armchair and gave me a cigar 
We talked long and intimately as the hours of the 
night rolled on He spoke, haJf m reminiscence, half 
m merry rhapsody, of the joys of livmg, the delight 
of throwing the rems on the neck of youth As I 
looked at his trim figure, his handsome face, merry 
eyes, and dashing air, all that he said seemed very 
reasonable and very right , there was a good defence 
for it at the bar of nature’s tnbunal It was honest, 
too, free from cant, affectation, and pretence , it was 
a recognition of facts and enlisted truth on its side 
It needed no arguing, and he gave it none , the spirit 
that inspired also vmdicated it I could not help re 
calling the agonies and struggles which my passion 
for the Countess von Sempach had occasioned me At 
first I thought that I would te^l him about this afiair 
but I found myself ashamed And I was ashamed 
because I had resisted the passion , it would have been 
very easy to tell him had I yielded But the merry 
eyes would twinkle m amusement at my high strung 
folly, as I had seen them twmlde at my brother in law’s 
stoliiity He said somethmg madentally which led me 
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to fancy that he had heard about the Countess and had 
leceived a mistaken impression of the facts I did not 
correct what appeared to be his idea I neither con 
firmed nor contradicted it I said to myself that it was 
nothing to me what notion he had of my conduct, in 
reality I did not desire him to know the truth I clung 
to the conviction that I could justify what had seemed 
my hard-won victory, but I did not feel as though I 
could justify it to him He would laugh, be a little 
puzzled, and dismiss the matter as mexplicable His 
own creed was not swathed m clouds nor dim, nor 
hard clearly to see and picture , it was all very straight 
forward Properly it was no creed, it was a course 
of action based on a mode of feehng which neither 
demanded nor was patient of defence or explanation 
The circumstances of my life were such that never 
before had I been brought into contact with a similar 
temperament or a similar practice When they were 
thus suddenly presented to me they seemed endowed 
with a most attractive simplicity, with a naturalness, 
with what I must call a wholesomeness , the objections 
I felt to be overstramed, imreal, morbid Varvilliers*s 
feet were on firm ground , on what shakmg uncertain 
bog of mingled impulses, emotions, fancies and delusions 
might not those who blamed him be found themselves to 
stand > 

I am confident that he spoke without premeditation, 
with no desire to wm a proselyte, merely as man to 
man, m unaffected mtimacy I think that he was 
rather sorry for me, having detected a gloommess m 
my view of hfe and a tendency to moody and fretful 
|atrc^pection Once or twice he relerred, in passmg 
jest, to the difference of national characteristics, the 
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German tendency to make love by crymg (so he put it) 
as contrasted with the laughing philosophy of his own 
country At the end he apologized for talking so 
much, and pointed out to me a photograph of Coralie 
that stood on the mantelpiece more than half hidden 
by letters and papers, saying, “ I suppose she set me 
of , somehow she seems to me a sort of embodiment of 
the thmg ’’ 

It was three o’clock when I left him , even then I 
went reluctantl}^, traversing again in my mind the field 
that his tongue had easily and lightly covered, and 
reverting to the girl who, as he said, was a sort of em 
bodiment of the thmg The phrase was definite enough 
for its purpose, and struck home with an undeniable 
truth He and she were the sort of people to live in 
that sort of world, and to stand as its representatives 
A feeling came over me that it was a fair fine world 
where life need not be a struggle where a man need 
not live alone, where he would not be striving always 
after what he could never achieve waging alwa5'S a 
war m which he should never conquer staking all his 
]oys against most uncertain shadovy prizes which to 
win would bring "no satisfaction I cried out suddenly 
as I walked by myself through the night 'There’s 
no pleasure in my life ” That protest summed up my 
wrongs There was no pleasure in my life There was 
everything else but not that — ^not pure unmixed, simple 
pleasu’-e Had I no nght to some > I was very tired 
of trying to fill my place, of subordinating myself to 
my position, of being always Augustin the King I 
was weary of my own ideal I felt that I ought to be 
allowed to escape ^from it sometimes, to be, as it were 
vnmgmto in soul as well as in body so that what I 
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thought and did should not be reckoned as the work 
of the Kmg^s mind or the act of the King's hand I 
envied mtensely the lot and the temper of my friend 
Varvilhers \^en I reachTed the palace and entered 
it, it seemed to me as though I were returning to a 
pnson Its walls shut me off from that free existence 
whose sweetness I had tasted, and forbade me to roam 
in the fields whither youth beckoned and cunosity 
lured me That ]oy could never be mine My burden 
was ever with me the woman I had loved was gone , 
the girl I must be made husband to was soon to come 
I was not and could not be as other young men 
That all this — the conversation with VarviUiers, its 
effect on me, my restless discontent and angry protests 
against my fate — should follow on meeting Corahe 
Mansoni at supper will not seem strange to anybody 
who remembers her 



CHAPTER XV 

THE HAIRDRESSER WAITS 

When my years and my mood are considered, it may 
appear that I had enough to do in keepmg my own 
life in the channel of wisdom and discretion So it 
seemed to myself, and I was rather amused at being 
called upon to exert a good influence or even a whole 
some authority over William Adolphus , it was so short 
a time since he had been summoned to perform a like 
office towards me Yet after breakfast the next day 
Victoria came to me, dressed in a subdued style and 
speakmg m low tones , she has always possessed a 
dramatic instinct She had been, it seemed, unable 
to remam unconscious of the gossip afoot Of her own 
feehngs she preferred to say nothmg (she repeated this 
observation several times) , what she thought about was 
the credit of the family , and of the family, she took 
leave to remind me, I was (I think she said by God’s 
will) the head I could not resist remarkmg how times 
had changed , less than a year ago she had sent William 
Adolphus, sober, staid, panoplied m the armour of 
contented marriage, to wrestle with my errant desires 
Victoria flushed and became just a little less meek 

Whafs the go5d of gomg back to that ^ ” she asked 
" None , it is merely amusmg,” said I 
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The flush deepened 

Will you allow me to be insulted > " she cried 
** Let us be cool You've yourself to thank for this, 
Victoria Why aren't you pleasanter to him ^ " 

** Oh, he’s I'm all I ought to be to him " 

I don’t know what you are to him , you’re very 
httle with him ” 

I suppose that these altercations assume much the 
same character m all families They are necessarily 
vulgar, and the details of them need not be recalled 
For myself I must confess that my sister found me m a 
perverse mood , she, on her side, was in the unreason 
able temper of a woman who expects fidelity but does 
not show appreciation I suggested this point for her 
consideration 

“ Well, if I don't appreciate him, whose fault was xt I 
married him ^ " she cned 

I don’t know Whose fault is it that I'm going to 
marry Elsa Bartenstem^ Whose fault is anything^ 
Whose fault is it that Coralie Mansoni is a pretty 
woman > ” 

** I've never seen her " 

Ah, you wouldn’t thmk her prettjrif you had " 
Victoria looked at me for a few seconds , then she 
suddenly drew up a low chair and sat down at my feet 
She turned her face dp towards mme and took my hand 
Well, we never really disliked one another, Victona and I 
“ Mother's so horrid about it," she said 
It was an appeal to an old time honoured alliance, 
sanctified by common sorrows, endeared by stolen 
victories shared m fearful secrecy 

She says it’s my fault, ]ust as you do But you 
know her way " 
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I became conscious that what I had said would be, in 
fact, singularly hard to hear when it fell from Princess 
Heinrich's judicial hps 

“ She told me that I had lost him, and that I had only 
myself to thank for it , and— she said it was perhaps 
partly because my complexion had lost its freshness ” 
Victoria paused, and then ended, '' That's a he, you 
know " 

I seemed to be young again we were agam laying 
our heads together, with intent to struggle against our 
mother I cared not a groat for William Adolphus, but 
it would be pleasant to me to help mv sister to bring 
him back to his bearings, and the more pleasant in 
view of Princess Heinrich's belief that the thing could 
not be done 

“As far as being pleasant to him goes," \ictona 
resumed, “ I don't believe that the creature’s pleasant 
to him eithei At least he came home in a horribly bad 
temper last night " 

“ And what did you say to him ’ ' 

“ Oh, I — I told him what I thought " 

“ How we all waste opportunities ’ " I reflected 
“ You ought to have soothed him down He was 
annoyed last night " 

Of course she asked how I knew it, and in the fresh 
born candour of revi\ed alliance I told her the storv of 
our evening I have observed before on the curious fact 
that women who think nothmg of their husbands are 
nevertheless annoyed when other people agree in their 
estimate Victoria was very mdignant with Corahe for 
slightmg William Adolphus and showing a ready dis 
position to transfer her attentions to me 

“ It's only because you're King " she said But she 





THE KING’S MIRROR 


did not allow her vexation to obscure her perception 
Her frown gave place to a smile as she looked up, say 
mg, It would be rather fun if you flirted with her ” 

I raised my eyebrows Whence came this new com 
plaisance towards my flirtations > 

Just enough, I mean, to disgust Wilham Adolphus,” 
she added Then, as soon as he’d given up, you could 
stop, you know Everything would be right then ” 
Except mother, you mean ” 

Why, yes, except mother And she’d be splendidly 
wrong,” laughed Victoria 

Nobody who studies himself honestly or observes his 
neighbours with attention will deny value to an excuse 
because it may be merely plausible After all, to wear 
even a transparent garment is not quite the same thing 
as to go naked I do not mamtain that Victoria’s sug 
gestion contributed decisively to the prosecution of my 
acquamtance with Corahe Mansom, but it filled a gap m 
the array of reasons and impulses which were leading 
me on, and gave to the matter an air of sport and 
adventure most potent m attraction for such a mood as 
mme I was m rebellion against the hmits of my 
position and the repression of my manner of life To 
play a prank hke this suited my humour exactly 
When Victoria left me, I sent word of my mtention 
to be present at Corahe’s theatre that evenmg, and 
invited Wilham Adolphus to join me in my box I 
received the answer that he wohld come 
When we arrived at the theatre Corahe was already 
on the stage She was smgmg a song , she had a very 
fine voice , her dehvery and air, empty of real feeling, 
were full nevertheless of a sensuous attraction My 
brother m law laid his elbows on the front of the box 
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and stared down at her , I sat a little back, and, after 
watching the scene for a few moments, began to look at 
the house Immediately opposite me I saw Varvilliers 
with a party of ladies and inen , he bowed and smiled 
as I caught his eye In another box I saw Wetter, 
gazing at the smger as intently as Wilham Adolphus 
himself There must certainly be somethmg in a girl 
who exercised power over two men so different And 
Wetter was a person of importance and prommence, 
accepted as a pohtical leader, and consequently a fine 
target for gossip , his feelmgs must be strongly engaged 
before he exposed himself to comment I fell to 
studymg his face , he was pale When I took my glass 
I could see the nervous frown on his brow and the 
restless gleam of his eyes By my side Wilham Adol 
phus was chuckling with bovme satisfaction at an 
allusion in Corahe’s song , his last night’s pique seemed 
forgotten I leant forward and looked again at Coralie 
She saw me and sang the next verse straight at me 
(She did the same thing once more m later days ) I 
saw people’s heads turn towards my box, and drew back 
behind the shelter of the hangmgs 

At the end of Hhe act my brother in law turned to 
me, blew his nose, and ejaculated, Superb ^ ” I 
nodded my head “ Splendid ^ ” said he I nodded 
again He launched on catalogue of Corahe’s attrac 
tions, but seemed to checlc himself rather suddenly 

I don’t suppose she’s your sort, though,” he re 
marked , 

Why not > ” I asked with a smile 
“ Oh, I don’t know You like clever women who can 
talk and so on She’d bore you to death in an hour, 
Augustm ” 
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that was partly inevitable, partly self imposed, glad to 
find an outlet for my youthful impulses in a direction 
where my action would involve no political danger 
On one good result I can 'pride myself I was un 
doubtedly the instrument of sending my brother in law 
back to his wife a humbled and repentant man Coralie 
had no scruple about allowing him to perceive that her 
attentions had been paid to his rank, not to himself 
and his rank was now echpsed A few days of sulking 
was followed bv a \ lolent outburst , but my position 
was too strong He could not quarrel seiiously with 
his wife's brother on such a ground He returned to 
Victoria, and I had no doubt, received the castigation 
which he ceits^mly deserved My interest m him 
vanished as he vanished from the society that centred 
round Mile Mansom At the same time my share in 
his defeat and humiliation left a soreness between us 
which lasted for a long while 

I myself had by this time fallen into a severe conflict 
of feeling My temperament was not like Varvillieis s 
For an hour or two, when I was exhilarated with 
society and cheered by wme, I could seem to myself 
such as he naturally and permanently was But I was 
not a native of the chme I raised myself to those 
heights of unmoral serenity by an effort and an artifice 
He forgot himself easily I was always examining 
myself That same motive, or instinct, or tradition of 
feehng (I do not know how best to describe it) on 
whose altar I had sacrificed my first passion was still 
stiong in me I did not fear that Coralie would or 
could exercise a political influence over me but I was 
loath that she should possess a control of any sort I 
clung obstinately to the conception of myself as stand 
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ing alone, as being independent and under the power 
of nobody in any respect This was to me a stronger 
check than the restramt of accepted morality Look 
ing back c!^ the matter, and judging myself as I should 
judge any young man, I am confident that my passion 
would easily have swept away the ordinary scruples 
It was my other conscience, my King’s conscience, 
that raised the barrier and protracted the resistance 
Here is another case of that reaction of my position 
on myself which has been such a feature of my hfe 
Varvilhers’s unreasoned philosophy did not cover this 
point Here I had to fight out the question for myself 
It was again a struggle between the man and the king, 
between a natural impulse and the sti^ngth of an m 
teUectual conception I perceived with mingled amuse 
ment and bitterness how entirely Varvilliers failed to 
appreciate the condition of my mmd or to conceal 
his surprise at my alternate hot and cold fits, urgency 
followed by a drawing back, eagerness to be moving at 
moments when nothing could be done, succeeded by 
refusals to stir when the road was clear I beheve 
that he came to have a very poor opinion of me as a 
man of the world , but his kmdness towards me never 
vaned 

But there was one to whom my mmd was an open 
book, who read easily and plamly every thought of it, 
because it was written m the same characters as was his 
own The politician who risked his future, the debtor 
who every day mcurred new expenses, the devotee of 
prmciples who sacrificed them for his passion, the 
deviser of schemes who rumed thgm at the demand 
of his desires — ^here was the man who could understand 
the heart of his King Wetter was my sympathizer,^ 
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and Wetter was my nval The relations between us 
in those days were strange We did not quarrel, we 
felt a friendliness for one another Each knew the 
price the other paid or mush pay as well as he knew his 
own price But we were rivals Varvilliers was wrong 
when he said that Coralie cared nothing about Wetter 
She cared, although it was in a peculiar fashion that 
she cared Truly he could give her httle, but he wa^ 
to her a sign and a testimony of her power, even as I 
myself in another way Mme was the high rank, the 
great position In conquering me lay the open and 
notorious triumph, but she was not insensible to the 
more private joy and secret exultation that came to 
her from dommatmg a rulmg mmd, and filling with her 
own image a head capacious enough to hold imperial 
policies and shape the destinies of kingdoms Wetter 
and I, each m our way, broke through the crust of 
seemingly consistent frivolity that was on her, and 
down to a deep seated tendency towards romance and 
the love of power She could not nile directly, but she 
could rule others I am certain that some such idea 
was m her head, alloying, or at least refining, a grosser 
self interest Therefore Wetter, no less than I, was of 
value to her She would not willingly have let him go 
even although he could give her nothing and she did 
not care for him m the only sense of which my friend 
the Vicomte took account I came to realize how it 
was between her and him before very long, and to see 
how the same ultimate mstmct of her nature made her 
long to gather both him and me mto her net Thus 
she would have bowing before her the highest and the 
strongest heads m Forstadt That she so analyzed and 
reasoned out her wishes it would be absurd to suppose, 



i88 


THE king’s mirror 


but we — ^he and I — ^performed the task for her Each 
knew that the othei was at work on it , each chafed 
that she would consent to be but half his , each desired 
to rule alone, not to be one^of two that were ruled All 
this had been dimly foreshadowed to me when I sat m 
the theatre, looking now at Coralie as she sang her song, 
now at Wetter’s frownmg brows and tight set hps I 
must add that my position was rendered peculiarly difii 
cult by the fact that Wetter not only owed me deference, 
but was still m my debt for the money I had lent him 
He had refused to considei it a gift, but was, and became 
every day more, incapable of repaying it 

We were at luncheon at her villa one day, we three, 
and with us of course, Madame Briande, an exceed 
mgly well informed and tactful little woman Corahe 
had been very silent and (as usual) attentive to her 
meal The rest had chattered on many subjects 
Suddenly she spoke 

" It has been very amusing,'^ she said, with a little 
yawn that ended in a rather weary smile “ For my 
part I can conceive only one thing that could increase 
the entertainment ” 

What*s that, Corahe > asked Madame Briande 
Corahe waved her right hand towards me and her 
left towards Wetter 

Why, that we should have for audience and as 
spectators of our little feast your subjects, sire, and, 
monsieur, your followers ** 

Clearly CoxBhe had been matunng this rather startling 
speech for some time , she launched it with an evident 
enjoyment of its mahce A moment of astonished 
sdenoe followed Madame's tact '^iras strained beyond 
ilB uttermost resources , she smiled nervously and 
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nothing Wetter turned red I looked full in Coralie’<^ 
eyes, drained my glass of cognac, and laughed 

“ But why should that be amusmg > I asked And, 
at least, shall we not add to our imaginary audience the 
crowd of your admirers > ** 

‘‘ As you will,” said she, with a shrug Whomever 
we add they would see nothing but two gentlemen 
getting under the table, oh, so quickly f ” 

Madame Briande became visibly distressed 

** Is it not so ^ ” drawled Corahe m la2y enjoyment of 
her excursion 

Why,'* said I, ** I should most certainly invoke the 
shelter of your tablecloth, mademoiselle A king must 
avoid bemg misunderstood 

** I thought so/' said she with a long look at me 
'' And you, monsieur > " she added, turning to Wetter 
I should not get under the table," said he He 
strove to render his tone light, but his voice quivered 
with suppressed passion 

** You wouldn't ^ " she asked " You'd sit here before 
them all > " 

“ Yes," said he ^ 

Madame Briande rose Her evident mtention was to 
break up the party Corahe took no notice We men 
sat on, opposite one another, with her between us on 
the third side of the small square table 

Must not a pohtician avoid— bemg misunderstood > " 
she asked Wetter 

Unless there is something else that he values more/' 
was the reply 

She turned to me^ smiling still 
Would not that be so with a kmg also ? ” 

Certamly, if there could be such a thing " 
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But you think there could not ? ” 

“ I can’t call such a thing to mind, mademoiselle ” 

“ Ah, you can’t call it to^mind ’ No, you can’t call it 
to mmd It seems to me that there is a difference, then, 
between pohticians and kings ” 

Madame Briande was moving about the room in 
evident discomfort Wetter was sitting with his hand 
clenched on the table and his eyes downcast 

Coralie looked long and mtently at him Then she 
turned her eyes on me I took out a cigarette, lit it, 
and smiled at her 

'' You — you would get under the tabled” she asked 
me 

You catch my meanmg perfectly ” 

** Then aren’t you ashamed to sit at it > ” 

“ Yes,” said I, and laughed 

“ Ah » ” she cried, shakmg her fist at me, and herself 
laughmg Then she leant over towards me and whis 
pered, ‘‘You shall retract that ” 

Wetter looked up and saw her whispermg to me, and 
laughmg as she whispered He frowned, and I saw his 
hand tremble on the table Though I laughed and 
fenced with her and defied her I was myself in some 
excitement I seemed to be playing a match , and I 
had confidence m my game 
Wetter spoke abruptly m a harsh but carefully re 
stramed voice 

“ It IS not for me to question the King’s account of 
himself,” he said, “ but so far as I am concerned your 
question did me a wrong Openly I come here, openly 
I leave here All know why I come, and what I desire 
in coming I ask nothmg better than to declare xt 
before all the city ” 
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She rose and made him a curtsy, then she gave a 
shght yawn and observed, — 

So now we know just where we are 
‘‘ The King has defined his position with great ac 
curacy, said Wetter with an open sneer 
Yes ? What is it > ” she asked 
His own words are enough , mine could add no 
clearness, and-- — ” 

'' Might give offence > ” she asked 
It is possible,’' said he 

Then we come to this which is better — a king 
under the table, or a politician at it She burst out 
laughing 

Madame Bnande had fled to a remote corner Wetter 
was m the throes of excitement A strange coolness 
and recklessness now possessed me I was insensible 
of everything at this moment except the impulse of 
rivalry and the desire for victory Nothmg in the'^scene 
had power to repel me , my eyes were blind to every 
thmg of ugly aspect in it 

To define the question, mademoiselle, should be but 
a prelimmary to answering it,” said I, with a bow 

“ I would answe it this minute, sire, but ” 

“ You hesitate, perhaps ^ ” 

Oh, no , but my hairdresser is waitmg for me ” 

Let no such trifle detain you then,” I cried '' For 

I, even I the coward, had sooner 

Be misunderstood ? ” 

** Why, precisely I had sooner be misunderstood 
than that your hair should not be perfectly dressed at 
the theatre ” 

Wetter rose to his feet He said “ Good bye ” to 
Corahci not a word more To me he bowed very low 




CHAPTER XVI 

A CHASE OF TWO PHANTOMS 

I WAS reading the other day the memoirs of an eminent 
English man of letters, now dead He had paid a long 
visit to Forstadt, and had much to say (sometimes, I 
think, m a vein of veiled irony) about Victoria, her 
literary tastes and her literary circle Finding amuse 
ment enough to induce me to turn over a few more 
pages, I came on the following passage — 

With the King himself I conversed once only, but 
I saw him often and heard much about him He was 
then twenty four— a tall and very thin young man, with 
dark brown hair and a small moustache of a hghter 
tint His nose was aquiline, his eyes rather deep set, 
his face long and* inclining to the hatchet shape He 
had beautiful hands, of which he was said to be proud 
He stooped a little when walkmg, but displayed con- 
siderable dignity of carriage He was accused of 
haughtiness, except towards a few mtimates Unques 
tionably his late adviser, Hammerfeldt, had imbued 
him with some notions as to his position which it is 
hardly unjust to call mediseval A wit, or would be 
wit, said of him that he postulated God in order to 
legitimize the powers of Augustin, his deputy Certain 
persons very closely acquamted with him (I withhold 
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names) gave a curious account of his character Usually 
he was reserved and even secretive, cautious, cold, and 
free from enthusiasms and follies ahke But at times 
he appeared to be taken with moods of strong feelmg 
Then he would speak freely to the first person who might 
be by, was eager for merriment and dissipation, not fas 
tidious as to how he came by what he wanted, seeming 
forgetful of the sterner rule by which his daily hfe was 
governed A reaction would generally follow, and the 
King would appear to take a revenge on himself by acid 
and savagely humorous comments on his own acts and 
on the companions of his hours of relaxation So far 
as I studied him for myself, I was led to conclude that 
he possessed a very impressionable and passionate tern 
perament, but contrived, in general, to keep it in repres 
Sion There were one or two scandals related about him , 
but when we consider his position and temptations, we 
must give credit either to his virtues or to his discretion 
that such stories were not more numerous I liked him 
and thought well of him, but I do not think that he 
enjoyed a disposition hkely to result in a happy life for 
himself He was said to have great attractions for 
women, but I am not aware that he^ admitted persons 
of either sex to his confidence or friendship He was, I 
imagme, jealous of even appearing to be under any 
influence ” 

This impression of me was written just about the 
time of my acquamtance with Corahe Mansoni and of 
the events which led to a sudden break m it The 
judgment of me seems very fair and marked by con 
siderable acumen I have quoted it because it may 
serve m some degree to explam my conduct at the 
time It also appears to have an interest of its own as 
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an independent appreciation formed by a fair minded 
and competent observer I wish that the same hand 
had pamted an adequate portrait of Wetter, for his 
character better deserved study than my own , but with 
the curious prejudice agamst pohticians that so often 
affects the minds of students and men of letters (those 
hermits of brain cells) the Writer dismisses Wetter, 
briery and almost contemptuously, as an able but un- 
scrupulous pohtician, addicted to extravagances and 
irregulanty m private life He gives more space to 
Wilham Adolphus than to Wetter ^ So difficult it is 
even for superior mmds to remam altogether imaffected 
by the lustre of rank , the old truism could not be 
better exhibited 

I kept my appointment and went again to Coralie’s 
m the evening I took with me Vohrenlorf, my aide- 
de camp (brother to the General, my former governor) , 
there had been a dinner at the palace, and we were 
both m uniform I had hardly expected Wetter to 
come that evenmg, but he was already there when I 
arrived He seemed m an excited state I found after- 
wards that he was fresh from the dehvery of a smgmarly 
brilliant and violent speech hi the Chamber I saluted 
him with intentional and m^'rked pohteness He made 
no more response than purest formahty demanded I 
was aggneved at this, for I desired to be fnendly with 
him m spite of our rather absurd nvalry Turning 
away from him, I sat down by Corahe and asked her 
if supper were ready 

** We’re waiting for VarviUiers,” she answered 

“ But where is Madame Briande ^ ” 

She went upstairs I wanted a word with Wetter 
She^li be down directly ” 
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“ A word with Wetter ^ ” 

Why not, sire ^ ” she asked with aggressive innocenee 
There can be no reason why not, mademoiselle,” 
I rephed, smiling 

We were mterrupted by Varvilliers’s arrival He also 
had dmed at the palace, and was m full dress 

How gay my little house is to night,” drawled 
Coralie, as she rang the bell and ordered, in exactly the 
same manner, the descent of Madame Bnande and the 
ascent of supper Both orders were promptly obeyed, 
and we were left alone Servants were never allowed 
to remain in waiting on these occasions 
Vaxvilliers Was m fine vein that night, and Wetter 
seconded him The one glittered with sharp cut gems 
of speech, the other struck chords of deep and touching 
music I played a more modest part, Madame and 
Vohrenlorf were audience, Coralie seemed the judge 
whose hand was to award the prize Yet she was 
indolent, and appeared to hsten to no more than half 
of what was said We finished eating and began to 
smoke , the wme still went round Suddenly a pause 
fell on us A mot from Varvilhers had set fims to our 
subject, and another delayed presenting itself To my 
surprise Wetter turned to me 
** In the Chamber to night, sire,” he said, ‘‘ there was 
a question about your marnage ” 

I perceived at once the malice which inspired his 
remark, but I answered him gaily, and m a tone that 
was in harmony with the scene 

I wish to Heaven,” said I, ” there were a question 
about it anywhere else Alas, it is a certainty ” 

Why, so IS death, sire,” cried Varvilhers, ** but we do 
not discuss it at supper ” 
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'' Does M de Varvilliers quarrel with my choice of a 
subject ^ asked Wetter He spoke calmly now, but it 
was not hard to discern his great excitement 

I quarrel, sir, with noboSy except quarrellers,” an 
swered the Frenchman impatiently 

' Well, then ’’ began Wetter 

I think you forget my presence,*' I said coldly, and 
this lady's also " I waved my hand towards Coralie 
She lay back m her chair, smiling and holding an un 
lighted cigarette between her fingers 

' I forget, sire, neither your presence nor your due/' 
said Wetter With that he took a pocket book from his 
pocket and flung it on the table before me There is 
my debt," he said 

I sat back in my chair and did not move 
" You choose a strange time for business," I observed 
— Vohrenloif, see what is m this pocket book " 
Vohrenlorf examined it, then he came and whispered 
in my ear, ** Notes for 90,000 marks " It was the 
amount Wetter owed me, with accrued interest I was 
ama^^ed He could not have raised the money except 
at a most extravagant rate I made no remark, but I 
knew that he had risked rum by this repayment, and I 
knew well why he had made it He would not have me 
for creditor as well as for king and rival 
Varvilliers burst out laughing 
Upon my word," said he, “ these gentlemen of the 
Chamber can think of nothing but money Don't you 
wonder at them, mademoiselle ^ " 

Money is good to thmk of," said Corahe reflectively 
'' An admirable candour, isn't it, sire ^ " he said, turn- 
ing to me and pointing to Coralie 
I was disturbed and out of humour Again I was in 
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conflict I thought of what she was, and wondered that 
such men, and men so placed, as Wetter and I should 
quarrel about her , I looked m her face and felt a 
momentary conviction that all the world might fall to 
fighting on her account — at least things more absurd 
have surely happened But I answered smoothly and 
composedly (That tnck at least I had learnt ) 

'' Smcerity is our hostess’s greatest charm,” said I 
Wetter laughed loudly and sneeringly Corahe turned 
a gaze of indifferent curiosity on him He puzzled her, 
tiresomely sometimes I knew that he meant an msult 
My blood runs hot at such moments I was about to 
speak when VarviUiers forestalled me He leant across 
the table and said in a very low voice to Wetter, — 

Sir, His Majesty is the only gentleman in Forstadt 
who cannot resent an msult ” 

I recollect well httle Madame Briande’s pale face, as 
she half rose from her seat with clasped hands Corahe 
still smiled Vohrenlorf was red and fierce, with his 
hand on the hilt of his sword Varvilhers was calm, 
cool, polished m demeanour 
For a moment or two Wetter sat silent, his eyes 
mtently fixed on the Vicomte’s iaci Then he said 
in a tone as low as Varvilhers's had been, — 

“ I thmk His Majesty remembers his disabihties too 
late — or has them remembered for him ” 

Vohrenlorf rose to his feet, earned away by anger 
and excitement 

Sir ” he cried loudly 

''Vohrenlorf, be quiet Sit down,” said I "M 
Wetter is right ” 

None spoke Even Corahe seemed affected to gravity , 
or was it that we had touched the sprmg of her dramatic 
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instinct ^ After a few minutes I turned to Madame 
Bnande and mtroduced some indifferent topic I spoke 
alone and found no answer Coralie was now regarding 
me with obvious curiosity 

“ The air of this room is hot,” said I “ Shouldn’t 
we be better m the other ^ If the ladies will lead the 
way, we’U follow immediately ” 

Tm very well here,” said Coralie 
‘‘ Oblige me,” said I, rising and myself openmg the 
door that led to the inner room 

After a moment’s hesitation Corahe passed out, and 
Madame followed her I closed the door behind them 
and, turning, faced the three men Wetter stood alone 
by the mantelpiece , the others were still near the table 
In everythmg but the moment of his remark M 
Wetter was right,” said I “I didn’t remember m time 
that I am not placed as other men , I will not remember 
it now — ^VarviHiers, you mustn’t be concerned in this 
— ^Vohrenlorf, I put myself in your hands ” 

Good God, you won’t fight ^ ” cried Var\illiers 
Vohrenlorf will do for me what he would for any 
gentleman who put himself m his hands,” said I 

The position \9as too hard for young Vohrenlorf 
He sank mto a chan and covered his face with his 
hands No, no, I can’t,” he muttered Wetter stood 
still as a rock, looking not at any of us, but down to 
wards the floor VarviUiers drank a glass of wme^ and 
then wiped his moustache carefully with a napkm 

Your Majesty,” said he, “ will not do me the in 
justice to suppose that I am not m everythmg and most 
readily at your command But I would beg the honour 
of representing Yoiir Majesty m this affair ” 

Impossible 1 ” said I briefly 
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Consider, sire To fight you is rum to M Wetter 
As regards that, would not M Wetter m his turn 
reflect too late 1 asked stiffly 

Vohrenlorf looked up with a hopeless da 2 :ed expres 
Sion Varvilliers was at a loss Wetter's figure and 
face were still unmoved A sudden idea came into my 
head 

There is no need for M Wetter to be ruined,’’ said 
I “ Whatever the result may be it shall seem an ac 
cident ” 

Wetter looked up with a quick jerk of his head I 
glanced at the clock 

In four hours it will be light,” I said '' Let us meet 
at six m the Garden Pavilion at the Palace — ^Varvilliers, 
since you desire to assist us, I have no doubt M Wetter 
will accept your services It will be well to have no 
more present than necessary — The Pavilion, gentlemen, 
I need hardly remmd you, is fitted up for revolver prac 
tice Well, there are targets at each end It will be 
unfortunate, but not strange, if one of us steps care 
lessly into the line of fire ” 

They understood my idea But Varvilliers had an 
objection 

“ What if both of you ? ” he asked, hfting his brows 
That’s so unlikely,” said I “ Come, shall it be so ? ” 

Wetter looked me full m the face and bowed low 

** I am at His Majesty's orders,” said he He spoke 
now quite calmly 

Varvilhers and Vohrenlorf seemed to regard him with 
a sort of wonder At the risk of ridicule I must con 
fess to something of the same feelmg A bullet is no 
respecter of persons, and has no sympathy with idea^ 
which the Englishman observes) it is hardly unji^t 
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to call mediaeval Yes, even I myself was a little snr 
prised that Wetter should meet me in a duel But 
while I was surprised I was glad 

I am greatly indebted to M Wetter/’ I said, return 
mg his bov, “in that he does not insist on my dis 
abilities ” 

For the briefest moment he smiled at me , I think 
my speech touched his humour Then he grew grave 
again, and thanked Varvilhers formally for the offer of 
his services 

“ There remains but one thing/’ said I “ We must 
assure the ladies that any difference of opinion there 
was between us is entirely past Let us 30m them 
Vohrenlorf opened the door of the inner room and I 
entered, the rest following Madame Bnande sat in a 
straight backed chair at the table , she had a book before 
her, but her restless anxious air made me doubt whether 
she had read much of it I looked round for Coralie 
There on the sofa she lay, her head resting luxuriously 
on the cushions, and her bosom nsmg and falling m 
gentle regular breathing The affair had not been inter 
estmg enough to keep Coralie awake But now Vohren 
lorf shut the doorYather noisily , she opened her eyes, 
stretched her arms, and yawned 
“ Ah ^ You've done quarrellmg ? " she asked 
“ Absolutely We’re all frien(fe again, and have come 
to say farewell ” 

“ Well, I’m very sleepy,” said she, with much resigna 
tK>n " Go and sleep well, my friends ” 

“ Wefre forgiven for our bad manners > ” 

Oh, but you were very amusing You’re all going 
home now ^ ” 

“ So we propose, mademoiselle ” 
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Her eyes chanced to fall on Wetter She pointed her 
finger at him and began to laugh 

What makes you as pale as a ghost, my friend ^ she 
asked 

It’s late , Fm tired,” he answered lamely and 
awkwardly 

She turned a shrewd glance on me I smiled com 
posedly 

Ah, well, iFs no affair of mine, ’ she said 
In turn we took farewell of her and of Madame But, 
as I was going out, she called me 

“ In a minute, Vohrenlorf,’ I cried, waving my hand 
towards the door The rest passed out Madame had 
wandered restlessly to the fireplace at the other end of 
the room I returned to Coralie’s sofa 
You’re going too ^ ” she asked 
Certamly,” said I ''I must rest I have to rise 
early, and it’s close on two o’clock ” 

You don’t look sleepy ” 

“ I depart from duty, not from mchnation ” 

“ You’ll come and see me to morrow ^ ” 

If I possibly can Could you doubt it ? ” 

“ And why might you possibly not^be able ^ ” 

I am a man of many occupations ” 

Yes Quarrelling with Wetter is one ” 

Indeed thaFs all over ” 

I’m not sure I believe you ” 

You reduce me to despair How can I convince 
you ^ ” 

Madame Bnande walked suddenly to the door and 
went out I heard her invite Vohrenlorf to take a glass 
of cognac, and his ready acceptance ^ Corahe was sitting 
on the sofa now, looking at me curiously 
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I have liked you very much, she said slowly ‘ You 
are a good fellow, a good friend I don’t know how it 
xs — I feel uncomfortable to night Will you draw back 
a curtain and open a window ^ It’s hot ” 

I obeyed her , the cool mght air rushed in on us, fresh 
and delicious She drew her legs up sideways on the 
sofa, clasping her ankles with her hand 

“ Don’t you know,” she cried impatiently, how some- 
times one is uncomfortable and doesn’t know why > It 
seems as though somethmg was gomg to happen — one’s 
money to be lost, or one’s friends to die or go away, 
that somehow they had misfortunes preparmg for one ” 

I know the feelmg well enough, but I’m sure you 
needn’t have it to mght ” 

Oh, I don’t know It doesn’t come without a reason 
You’ve no superstitions, I suppose > I have many , as 
a child I learnt them all They’re never wrong Yes^ 
something is to happen ” 

I shrugged my shoulders and laughed 
You’ll come to morrow ^ ” she asked, with increased 
and most unusual urgency 

If possible,” I answered agam 
“ But why won^t you promise ^ Why do you always 
say ' if possible ’ ^ You’re tiresome with your ^ if 
possible ’ ” She shrugged her shoulders petulantly 
** I might be ill ” 

*‘Yes, and you might be dead, but ” She had 

begun petulantly and impatiently, as though she were 
angry at my excuse and meant to exhibit its absurdity 
But now she stopped suddenly In the pause the wmd 
moaned 

I hate that sound,” she cried resentfully It comes 
from the souls of the dead as they fly through the air 
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They fly round and round the houses, crying to those 
who must join them soon ** 

“ Ah, well, these people were, doubtless, often wrong 
when they were ahve Why must they be always 
right when they’re dead ^ ” 

No, death is near to night I wish you would stay 
with me— here, talking and forgettmg it’s mght I would 
make you coflee and smg to you We woulckshut the 
window, and hght all the hghts, and pretend it was day ” 

'' I can’t stay,” I said I must get back I have 
business early ” 

It IS difiicult to be m contact with such a mood as 
hers was that night and not catch something of its 
infection Reason protests, but imagination falls a 
ready prey I had no fear, but a sombre apprehension 
of evil settled on me I seemed to know that our 
season of thoughtless reckless merriment was done, and 
I mourned for it There came over me a sorrow for 
her, but I made no attempt to express what she cer 
tamly would not have understood To feel for others 
what they do not feel for themselves is a distortion of 
S3nnpathy which often afflicts me Her discomfort was 
purely childish — ^a sudden fear of thfe dark mght, the 
dark world, the ways of fortune so dark and unknowable 
No self questioning and no stmg of conscience had any 
part m it She had been happy, and she wanted to go 
on bemg happy , but now she was afraid she was going 
to be unhappy, and she shrank from unhappiness as 
from a toothache I took her hand and kissed and 
caressed it 

Go to bed, my dear,” said I ** You’ll be laughing at 
this m the morning And poor Vdhrenlorf is waiting 
all this while for me ” 
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'' Go, then You may kiss me though ’’ 

I bent down and kissed her 
Your lips are very hot,” she said “ Yet you look 
cool enough ” ’ 

I am even rather cold I must walk home briskly 
Good night ” 

You’ll make it up with poor Wetter > ” 

“ Indeed our difference is over, or all but over ” 

** Good I hate my friends to quarrel seriously As 
for a little, it’s amusing enough ” 

With that she let me go The last I saw of her was 
as she ran hastily across the room, slammed down the 
window, and drew the curtain across it She was afraid 
of hearmg more of those voices of the night that fright 
ened her I thought with a smile that candles would burn 
about her bed till she woke to rejoice in the sun’s new 
birth Ah, well, I myself do not love a blank darkness 
Vohrenlorf and I walked home together We entered 
by the gardens, the sentry saluting us and opemng the 
gate There was the Favihon rising behind my apart 
ments, a long, high, glass roofed building The sight of 
it recalled my thought from Corahe to the work of the 
mommg I nodded my head towards the building and 
said to Vohrenlorf, — 

“ There’s our rendezvous ” 

He did not answer, but turned to me with his lips 
quivering 

“ What’s the matter, man>” I asked 
For God’s sake, sire, don’t do it Send him a 
message You mustn’t do it ” 

My good Vohrenlorf, you are mad,” said I 
Yet not Vohreniorf was mad, but I — ^mad with the 
vision of my two phantoms, freedom and pleasure 
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DECIDEDLY MEDIAEVAL 

I WAS in the Garden Pavilion only the other morning 
with one of my sons, teachmg him how to use his weapons 
Suddenly he pointed at a bullet mark not in any of the 
targets, but in the wamscotmg above and a little to the 
right of them 

There’s a bad shot, father i ” he cried 

But you don’t know what he aimed at,” I objected 

At a target, of course ^ ” 

** But perhaps his target was differently placed That 
shot is many years old ” 

” Anyhow he missed what he shot at, or he wouldn’t 
have struck the wamscotmg,” the boy persisted 

“ Why, yes, he missed, but he ma/ have missed only 
by a hair’s breadth ” 

Do you know who fired the shot ? ” 

'' Yes It’s a strange story , perhaps you shall hear 
it some day ” 

This little scene recalled with vividness my memories 
of the mommg when Wetter and I met m the Pavihon 
I had hit on a good plan I was known to practise 
often, and Wetter was given to the same pursuit In 
deed we had shot agamst one anotlier m club matches 
before now, and come off very equal It was not likely 
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that suspicion would be aroused , the very early hour 
was our vulnerable point, but this could not be helped 
Had we come later, we should have been pestered by 
attendants and markers In other respects the ordinary 
arrangements for matches suited our purpose well 
There was a target at either end of the Pavihon , each 
man chose an end to fire from When he had discharged 
his bullet he retreated to a httle shelter, of which there 
were two at each end — one for the shooter, one for the 
marker His opponent then did the like To account 
for what was meant to occur this morning we had only 
to make it beheved that one of us, Wetter or I, as chance 
willed, had mcautiously stepped out of his shelter at the 
wrong time To render this plausible we agreed to 
pretend a misunderstandmg , the man hit was to have 
thought that his opponent would fire only one shot , the 
man who escaped would express deepest regret, but 
mamtam that the arrangement had been for two succes 
sive shots I had very httle doubt that these arrange 
ments for bafflmg mconvement mquiry would prove 
thoroughly adequate For the rest, I made up a packet 
for Varvilhers containmg a present for Corahe To 
make any other jJreparations would not have been fair 
to Wetter , for my death, if it happened, must seem 
absolutely accidental After all, I did not feel such con- 
fidence m my value to the country, or m my wisdom, as 
to desire to leave my last will and testament Victoria 
would do very well no doubt It was odd to thmk of 
her sleepmg peacefully m the opposite wmg, without 
an idea that anjrthmg touchmg her fortunes was bemg 
done m the Garden Pavihon 
The external scene is clearer to me than the picture 
of my own imnd , yet there also I can trace the mam 
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outlines Tlie heat of passion was past , I was no 
longer in the stir of rivalry I knew that it was through 
and because of Coralie that I had come into this position, 
and that Wetter had ddne what he had But the 
thought of her, and the desire to conquer him m her 
favour or punish him for seeking it, were no more my 
foremost impulses I can claim no feeling so natural, 
so mstinctive, so pardonable because so natural I 
was angry with him I had waived my rank and set 
aside my state — that still I was eager and glad to do , 
but I waived them and forgot them because only thus 
could I avenge them By his challenge, his msult, his 
defiance, he had violated what I held sacred in me, 
and almost the only thing that I held sacred I hear 
now the Enghshman’s mocking epithet in my ears — 

Mediaeval ^ ’’ I did not hear it then Wetter had 
insulted the Kmg , the King would cease to be the 
King to punish him I had this cool anger in my 
heart when I went with Vohrenlorf to the Pavilion 
at six in the morning But half the bitterness of it 
was due to my own mmost knowledge that my acts 
had led him on , that, if he had committed the sacri 
lege, my hand had flung open the d6ors of the shrme 
He had defaced the image , it was I who had taught 
him no more to reverence it Because he reminded 
me of this, I thought that I hated him, as we took our 
way to the Pavihon 

Men who have been through many of these afiairs 
have told me that on the first occasion they felt some 
fear, or, at least, an excitement so great as to seem hke 
fear I recollect no such feehng This was not because 
I was especially courageous or more indifferent to death 
than other men it did not occur to me thafl should be 
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killed or even hit Coralie had a strong presentiment 
of evil for some one , I had none for myself If she 
were right, it seemed to me that Wetter’s fate must 
prove her so 

The other pair came punctually They had en- 
countered some slight obstacle in entermg The sentry 
had been seized with scruples, and the officer of the 
guard had been summoned Varvilliers pleaded an ex 
press appointment with me , and the officer, surprised 
but conquered, had let them pass All this Varvilliers 
told us in his usual airy manner, Wetter sitting apart 
the while The clock struck a quarter past six 

We waste time, Vicomte,” said I, and I sat down in 
a chair, leavmg him to make the arrangements with 
Vohrenlorf, or, rather, to announce them to Vohrenlorf , 
for my second was unmanned by the business, and had 
quite lost his composure 

Varvilliers had just measured the distance and settled 
the places where we were to stand, when there was a 
step outside and a knock at the door The seconds 
looked round Wetter sprang to his feet 

Open it, Vohrenlorf We're domg nothing secret," 
I said, with a smJle 
Varvilliers nodded approvingly 
** But our visitor mustn't stay long," he observed 
'' It's one of my privileges to send people away, ' said 
I reassuringly 

The door opened, and in walked WiUiam Adolphus ’ 
He was in riding boots and carried a whip It was his 
custom to rise early for a gallop in the park , he must 
have heard our voices as he passed by 

You^re early,’' he cned m boisterous merriment 
What'siSbot?" 
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'' Why, a wager between Wetter and myself," I an 
swered “ A match " 

What for 

‘‘ Upon my word, we haven't fixed the stakes , it's 
pure rivalry " Then I began to laugh How odd you 
should come," I said Indeed it seemed strange, for, if 
the whole affair were traced back to the egg, Wilham 
Adolphus’s flirtation was the origm of it His appear 
ance had the appropriateness of an ironically witty 
comment on some hot headed folly 

** I’ve half a mind to stay and see you shoot " 

By no means , you’d make me nervous " 

“ I’ll bet a hundred marks on Wetter " 

I take you there," said I “ But I hear your horse 
being walked up and down outside " 

Yes, he's there " 

“ It’s a chilly mommg Don't keep him waitmg 
— ^Vohrenlorf, see the Prince mounted " 

VarviUiers laughed , even Wetter smiled 
** All right , you needn't be m such a hurry I'm 
going," said William Adolphus 

But I'm glad you came," said I, laughing again, and, 
as the door closed behmd him, I added, Most lucky » 
His evidence will be mvaluable Fortune is with us, 
VarviUiers " 

A man of ready wit is with us, sire,” he answered 
m his pleasant courthness , then, as we heard Wilham 
Adolphus trottmg off and Vohrenlorf came back^ he 
went on, “ All is ready ” 

Wetter seemed absolutely composed I marveUed at 
his composure No doubt his ideas were not mediseval, 
as mine were , yet it seemed strange to me that he 
should fire at me as he would at any other i^n I did 
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not then understand the despair which underlay his iron 
quietness I was set thinking though the next moment, 
when Varvilliers stepped forward holding a pair of 
single barrelled pistols Wetter opened his hps for the 
first time, — 

Why not revolvers ^ 

If we allow a second shot, Vohrenlorf and I will reload 
— ^Pardon, sire, have you any other weapon about you 

I answered '' No,’' and Wetter made the same reply to 
a like question But I had seen a sudden change pass 
over his face when he was told that revolvers were not 
to be used An idea entered my head and would not 
be dislodged a man might fire more calmly at the 
Kmg if he were resolved in no case to outlive the King 
I said nothing What could I say or do now > But 
strangely and suddenly, under the influence of this 
thought, my anger died away I saw with his eyes 
and felt with his heart, I saw how he stood, and I 
knew that I had brought him to that pass Was it 
strange that he fired at me without faltering, although I 
might be ten times a king > It seemed to me almost 
just that he should kill me Varvilhers would not give 
him a revolver '’Did Varvilhers also suspect ^ I think 
his fear was rather of our extreme rage against one 
another It occurred to me that I would not aim at 
my opponent But then I thought I had no right to 
act thus it would make matters worse for him if I fell 
Besides my own life did not seem to me a thing to be 
thrown away hghtly 

Varvilhers produced another pair of pistols, similar to 
those which Wetter and I now held He loaded both, 
fired them into the targets, and placed one on a shelf at 
either en<^^ the room 
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“ Those are the first shots You understand ? The 
gentleman who is hit made the mistake of not expect 
mg a second shot Now, sire — if you are ready ^ ” 

We took up our positions, each six feet m front of 
the targets , a bullet which hit me would, but for the 
interruption, have struck on, or diiectly above or below, 
the outermost target on the right hand side 

Vohrenlorf and Varvilhers stood on either side of 
the room, the latter was to give the signal Indeed 
Vohrenlorf could not have been trusted with sucjb. a 
duty 

I shall say fire ^ — one — two — ^three ’ ” said Varvilhers 
‘‘ You will both fire before the last word is ended Are 
you ready ^ ” 

We signified our assent Wetter was pale, but appar 
ently quite collected I was very much alive to every 
impression For example, I noticed a man’s tread out 
side and the tune that he was whisthng I lifted my 
pistol and took aim At that moment I meant to kill 
Wetter if I could, and I thought that I could It did 
not even occur to me that I was m any serious danger 
myself 

** Are you ready > Now ^ ” said "Varvilhers, in his 
smooth distinct tones 

I looked straight mto Wetter’s eyes, and I did not 
doubt that I could send my bullet as straight as my 
glance I felt that I saw before me a dead man 

I am unable to give even to myself any satisfactory 
explanation of my next act It was done under an 
impulse so instantaneous, so single, so simply powerful 
as to defy analysis I have the consciousness of one 
thought or feeling only , but even to myself it seems 
absurd and inadequate to account for whafT^did Yet 
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I can give no other reason I had no relenting towards 
Wetter as a man, as companion, or as foimer friend 
I was not remorseful about my own part in the affair, 
and did not now accuse myself of being responsible for 
the quarrel Suddenly — ^and I record the feelmg for 
what it is worth — it came upon me that I must not kill 
him Why ^ That Enghshman would laugh I am 
mclmed to laugh myself Well, I was only twenty four, 
and, moreover, m a state of high tensionj fresh from 
great emotional excitement and a sleepless night Be- 
cause he was one of my people, and great among them , 
because he might do great things for them , because 
he was one of those given to me, for whom I was answer- 
able I can get no nearer to it, it was something of 
that kind Some conception of it may be gamed if I 
say that I have never signed a death warrant without a 
struggle against a somewhat similar feeling Whatevei 
it was, it resulted m an inabihty to try to kill him As 
VarviUiers’s voice pronounced in clear quiet tones Fire^” 
I shifted my aim gently and imperceptibly If it were 
true now, the ball would pass his ear and bury itself in 
the wainscoting behmd 
One — two — ^three ^ ” 

I fired on the last word I saw the smoke of Wetter’s 
pistol , he stood motionless In an instant I felt myself 
hit I was amazed I was hit— shot through the body 
I staggered, and should have fallen Vohrenlorf ran to 
me, and I sank back m his arms My head was clear, 
and I saw the order of events that followed Varvdliers 
also had started towards me Suddenly he stopped 
Wetter had rushed across the room towards where the 
cartridges lay Varvilliers sprang upon him and caught 
him resoKf^y by the shoulders I myself cried, “ Stop 
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him ^ " even as I sank on the ground, my shoulders 
propped up agamst the wall Before more could happen 
there was a loud rappmg at the door, and the handle 
was twisted furiously Somebody cried, ** Go for a 
doctor * " Then came Varvilhers's voice, You go, 
Wetter We trust you to go Who the devil’s at the 
door ? ” He sprang across and opened it Vohrenlorf 
was asking me m tremblmg whispers where I was hit 
I paid no heed to him The door opened, and to my 
amazement Wilham Adolphus ran m, closely followed 
by Coralie Mansoni I was past speakmg , soon I be 
came past consciousness The last I remember is that 
Coralie was kneelmg by me, Vohrenlorf still supporting 
me, the rest standing round Yet, though I did not 
know it, I spoke VarviUiers told me afterwards that I 
muttered, ‘‘An accident — my fault ” I heard what they 
said, though I was unconscious of speakmg myself 

“ It wasn’t » ” Corahe cried 

“ On my honour, a pure accident,” said Varvilhers 

Then the whole scene faded away from me 

There can be no doubt that it was Wetter’ s intention 
to take his own hfe m case he hit me I had discovered 
this resolution , Varvilhers was not l^ehind me Had 
revolvers been employed, no power could have hmdered 
Wetter from carrying out his purpose But Varvilhers 
had prevented this, and by dispatchmg my antagonist 
to seek medical aid had put him on his parole He 
returned with one of my surgeons m a very short space 
of time Perhaps the desperate fit had passed then, 
perhaps he had come to feel that he must face the con 
sequences of his act 1 know that Varvilhers spoke to 
him again and very urgently, obtammg at last a pledge 
from him that he would at least await the*verdict on 
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my case But when he had fired at me he had con 
sidered himself as a man in any event doomed to death 
We are strangely at fault m our forecasts of fate He 
was unmjured , I, who had been confident of escaping 
unhurt, lay on the edge between hfe and death My 
presentiment was signally fabified 

But we must be just even to superstitions I had 
my presentiment, and it was wrong Corahe Mansoni 
also had hers, and most unfortunately, for from hers 
came the sole danger that threatened the success of 
our scheme and impaired the perfection of our pre 
fences Had William Adolphus been a man of strong 
will, no harm would have been done , but he was as 
wax m her hands When he left us, he went on his 
ride , and m the park he met her, driving herself in 
her httle pony chaise She had been quite unable to 
sleep, she said, and had been tempted by the fine mom 
mg Had he seen the King ^ Wilham Adolphus, with 
out a thought of mdiscretion, described how he had 
found us m the Pavilion In an mstant her mmd, 
mflamed by her fancies and readily suspicious, was on 
fire with fear , fear turned to an mstinctive certainty 
My brother m laV was amazed at her agitation , she 
swept away his opposition , he must take her to the 
Pavilion, or she would go alone , nothmg else would 
serve But he should have held her where she was 
by mam force rather than brmg her , the one fatal 
thmg was to aUow her to appear in the affair at all 
He could not withstand her, he did not know the 
extent of his error, but he knew that to brmg her withm 
the precmcts of the palace was a sore indiscretion 
She overbore him^, they burst together mto the room, 
as I hat^'^Sescnbed And, bemg there, she would not 
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go, and was seen by two doctors, by Baptiste, and by 
the shooting master, who came to carry me to my apart 
ments Then at last Varvilliers prevailed on her to 
allow herself to be smuggled out through the back gate 
of the gardens, and himself took her to her house in a 
condition of great distress and collapse She, at least, 
was not deceived by the pretence of an accident 
Were other people > I feel myself on doubtful 
ground What was said at the moment I know only 
by hearsay, for I was incapable of attendmg to any 
thmg for three months There was an enormous amount 
of gossip and of talk , there were, I think, many hmts 
and smiles , there were hundreds of people who knew 
the truth, but were careful not to submit their versions 
to the test of publicity But what could be done ^ 
Varvilliers and Vohrenlorf, men of unblemished honour, 
were firm m their assertions and unshaken in their 
evidence , Wetter's obvious consternation at the event 
was invoked as confirmatory evidence As soon as I 
was able to give my account, my voice and authority 
were cast decisively mto the same scale Men might 
suspect and women might gossip, nothing could be 
done And as soon as the first stir was over, Wetter 
left for a tour abroad without any opposition, and 
carrying with him a good deal of sympathy The King’s 
own carelessness was of course responsible, but it was 
very temble for Wetter, so they said 
But a point remains how did we account for Corahe 
and the presence of Corahe > In fact we never did 
account very satisfactory for Corahe We sacrificed— 4 
or rather Varvilliers and Vohrenlorf sacrificed — ^Williain^ 
Ad<%hus without hesitation, saymg truly enough that; 
he Wi brought her Victona was extr^Sty angi:yf 
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and my brother in law much aggrieved But I must 
admit that the story met with very hesitating accept- 
ance Some denied it altogether, the more clear sighted 
perceived that, even were its truth allowed, it pre 
supposed more than it told There was something in 
the background , that was what everybody thought 
What ^ That was what nobody knew However, I am 
afraid that there were quite enough suspicion and 
enough talk to justify my English friend m his remark 
about the one or two scandals which attached them 
selves to my name I beg leave to hope that his char 
itable expression of surprise that there were not more 
may be considered equally well justified 
While I lay ill, Prmcess Hemrich was the dominant 
influence m the aaministration of affairs When I 
recovered, I found that Corahe Mansoni was no longer 
playmg in Forstadt, and had left the town some weeks 
before I put no questions to my mother I also 
found that Varvilliers had resigned his official position 
m the French service, and remained m Forstadt as a 
private person Here again, at Varvilliers^s own request, 

I put no questions to my mother Finally I was in- 
formed that the '‘Bartenstems had offered themselves 
for a visit Agam I put no questions to my mother I 
determmed, however, not to be laid on the shelf again 
for three months, if I could help it 
Such IS the history of my secret duel with Wetter 
and of my acquaintance with Corahe Mansoni up to the 
date of that occurrence Such also is the story of that 
apparently very bad shot which mv httle son found 
in the wamscoting of the Garden Pavilion But it was 
not such a very bad shot , not everybody would ha've 
gone so near and yet made sure of not hitting 



CHAPTER XVIII 

WILLIAM ADOLPHUS HITS THE MARK 

At Artenberg, whither we went when I was convalescent, 
the family atmosphere recalled old days We were 
aU m disgrace — ^Victoria because she had not managed 
her husband better, WiUiam Adolphus for behaviour 
confessedly scandalous, I by reason of those rumours 
at which I have hmted My sister and brother in law 
were told of their faults and warned — ^the one against 
professors, the other agamst actresses My delinquencies 
were treated with absolute silence Princess Hemrich 
reminded me how I had degraded my office by a studi 
ous though cold deference towards it on her own part 
The Kmg was the Kmg, be he never so unruly His 
mother could only disapprove and ^grieve in silence 
But m the hands of Prmcess Heinrich silence was a 
trenchant weapon WiUiam Adolphus also was very 
sulky with me I found some excuse for him Towards 
his wife he wore a hang dog air , from Princess Hemrich 
he fairly ran away whenever he could In these relations 
towards one another we settled down to pass a couple 
of summer months at Artenberg Now was early July 
In August would come the visit of the Bartenstems 
Beside this great fact all else troubled me httle I 
feE victim to an engrossmg selfishness quarrels 
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and woes of my kmdred went unnoticed, except when 
they served for a momenf s amusement To the for 
tunes of those with whom I had lately been so much 
concerned, of Wetter and of Corahe, I was almost m 
different Varvilliers wrote to me, and I answered in 
friendly fashion, but I did not at that time desire his 
presence So far as my thoughts dwelt on the past, 
they overleapt what was immediately behind, and took 
me back to my first rebelhon, my first struggle against 
the fate of my hfe, my first refusal to run into the mould 
I remembered my Governor’s comforting assurance that 
I had still six years , I remembered the dedication of my 
early love to the Countess Then I had cherished de 
lusions, thinking that the fate might be avoided Herein 
lay the sincerity and honesty of that first attachment, and 
an enduring quality which made good for it its footmg 
m memory In it I was not passing the time or merely 
yieldmg to a desire for enjoyment I was struggling 
with necessity The high issue had seemed to lend 
some dignity even to a boy’s raw love making, a dignity 
that shone dimly through thick folds of encircling ab 
surdity I had not been particularly absurd in regard 
to Corahe Mansoni, but neither had there been in that 
affair any redeemmg worthiness or dignity of conception 
or of struggle Now all seemed over, struggle and way 
wardness, the dignified and undignified, the absurdly 
pathetic and the recklessly impulsive The six years 
were nearly gone Prmcess Hemnch’s steady pressure 
contracted their extent by some months The coming 
of the Bartensteins was immment The era of Elsa 
began 
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and this gentleman was now my Chancellor and my 
chief ofiEtcial adviser He was a portly man of about 
fifty, with red cheeks anc^ blacl^ hair He was high in 
favour with my mother, the husband of a buxom wife, 
and the father of nine children As is not unusual in 
cases of hereditary succession, he was adequate to his 
office although he would certainly not have been selected 
for it unless he had been his uncle’s nephew , but being 
the depositary of Hammerfeldt’s traditions (although 
not of his brains), he contrived to pass muster He 
came at this time to Artenberg, and urged on me the 
necessity of a speedy marnage 

The recent danger, so providentially averted,” he 
said, ** IS a stronger argument than any I could use ” 

** It certainly is,” said I politely As a fact, it might 
be stronger than any he would be hkely to use, and yet 
not be impregnable 

** For the sake of your people, sire, do not delay ” 

'' My dear Baron,” said I, ‘‘ send for the young lady 
to morrow I haven’t seen her since she was a child, so 
let her bring a letter of identification ” 

You joke » ” said he ** There jcan be no doubt 
Her parents will accompany her ” 

True, true » ” I exclaimed in a tone of relief There 
will be really no substantial risk of having an impostor 
planted on us ” 

” I am confident,” observed Bederhof, that the 
marriage will be most happy ” 

You are?” 

** Undoubtedly, sire ” 

” Then we won’t lose a moment,” J. cried 
Bederhof looked shghtly pu^^led, bjit ako rather 
complimented He cleared his throat (if only’^he could 



221 


THE KING'S MIRROR 

have cleaied his head as often and as thoroughly as 
he did his throat »), and asked, Er — there are no com 
plications ? " 

I beg your pardon, Baion ” 

I am ashamed to suggest it, but people do talk I 
mean — no other attachment ^ " 

I have yet to learn, Baron," said I with dignity, 
“ that such a thing, even if it existed, would be of any 
importance compared to the welfare of the kmgdom 
and the dynasty " 

Not of the least » " he cried hastily 
“ I never suspected you of such a paradox really," I 
assured him with a smile “ And if the lady should 
harbour such a thmg, that would be of equal insig 
nificance " 

My uncle, the Prmce " he began 

“ Knew all this just as well as we do, my dear Baron/ 

I mterrupted Come, send for Prmcess Elsa I am 
all impatience " 

Even the stupidest of men may puzzle a careful 
observer on one point — as to the extent of his stupidity 
I did not always know whether Bederhof was so super 
latively dull as to^ believe a thing, or merely so per 
imssibly dull as to consider that he ought to pretend to 
beheve it Perhaps he had come himself not to know 
the difference between the two attitudes , certatn 
ecclesiastics would furmsh an illustration of what I 
mean Princess Heinrich's was quite another com 
plexion of mmd She assumed a behef with as much 
conscious art as a bonnet or a mantle ]ust as you 
knew that the natural woman beneath was different 
from the garment which covered her, so you were aware 
that my^fijother's real opmion was absolutely diverse 
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It may be wondered why I did not rebel I must 
answer, first, from the bmding force of faimharity — 
hated the thmg, but it had made good its place in the 
map of my life , secondly, from the impossibihty of 
mflictmg a shght , thirdly, because I rather chose to 
bear the ills I had than fly to others that I knew not 
of Who revolts save in the growmg hope of bettering 
his lot ? I must marry , who was there to be preferred 
before Elsa ? It did not occur to me that I might 
remam smgle , I should have shared the general opinion 
that such an act was httle removed from treason It 
would not only be to end my own hne it would be 
to mstall the children of Wilham Adolphus I did not 
grant even a moment's hospitality to such an idea 
Bederhof was right — ^the marriage was urgent , I must 
marry — ^]ust as occasionally I was compelled to review 
the troops I had as httle aptitude for one duty as for 
the other, but both were among my obligations I was 
so rooted in this attitude that I turned to Victoria with 
a start of surprise when she said to me one day, — 

She's very pretty , I daresay you'll fall m love with 
her " 

She was pretty, if her last portrait spoke truth , she 
was a shm girl, of very graceful figure, with small features 
and large blue eyes, which were merry m the picture, 
but looked as if they could be sad also I had studied 
this attractive shape attentively , yet Victoria's sugges 
tion seemed preposterous, incongruous — I had nearly 
said improper A moment later it set me laughmg 

“ Perhaps I shall," I said with a chuckle 
I don’t see anything amusing in the idea," observed 
Victoria you're being given a much better 

chance tUSSTl ever had ” 
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The old grudge was working m her mind , by covert 
allusion she was recallmg the part I had taken in the 
arrangement of her future Yet she had contrived to 
be jealous of her husband That old puzzle recurs 
** I suppose,” I mused, '' that Tm havmg a very good 
chance ” I looked inquiringly at my sister 

“ If you use it properly You can be very pleasant 
to women when you hke She’s sure to come ready 
to fall m love with you She’s such a child ” 

'' You mean that she’ll have no standard of com 
parison ^ ” 

** She can’t have had any experience at all ” 

“ Not even a baron over at Waldenweiter > ” 

“ What a fool I was ^ ” reflected Victoria Mothen 
was horrid, though,” she added a moment later She 
never allowed the perception of her own folly to plead 
on behalf of Princess Hemrich I expect you’ll go 
mad about her,” she resumed '' You see, any woman 

can manage you, Augustin Thmk of ” 

Thanks, dear, I remember them all,” I interposed 
The question is, how will mother treat her,” pro 
nounced Victoria 

It was not the question at all , that Victoria thought 
It was merely illustrated the Princess’s persistent domi 
nance over her daughter’s imagination I allow, how 
ever, that it was an interesting, although subordmate, 
speculation 

The Bartensteins’s present visit was to be as private as 
possible The arrangement was that Elsa and I should 
be left to roam about the woods together, to become 
well known to one another, and after about three weeks 
to fall m love The Duke was not to be of the party on 
this occasion (wise Duke !), and, when IhaS^iade my 
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proposal, mother and daughter would return home to 
receive the father’s blessmg and to wait while the busi 
ness was settled When all was finished, I should receive 
my bride in state at Forstadt, and the wedding would 
he solemnized In reply to my questions Bederhof 
$idmitted that he could not at present fix the final event 
within a fortnight or so , he did not, however, consider 
this trifling uncertainty material 

No more do I, my dear Baron,” said I 
Here,” said he, “ is the picture of Your Majesty which 
Pnncess Hemnch has just sent to Bartenstein ” 

I looked at the lanky figure, the long face, and the 
pained smile which I had presented to the camera 
Good gracious f ” I murmured softly 
I beg your pardon, sire ^ ” 

'' It is very like me ” 

An admirable picture ” 

What in the world was Elsa feehng about it > Thanks 
to this picture, I was roused from the mood of pure self 
regard, and allowed my mmd to ask how the world was 
looking to Elsa I did not find encouragement in the 
only answer that I could honestly give to my question 
Just at this time I received a letter from Varvilliers 
contammg intelligence which was not only mteresting in 
itself, but seemed to possess a pecuhar appositeness He 
had heard from Coralie Mansoni, and she announced to 
him her marriage with a promment operatic impresai ^o 
You have perhaps seen the feUow,” 
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sentiment is sacrificed, and we shall hear her in Wagner t 
She thinks that she performs a duty, and she is almost 
sure that it need not be very onerous She is a sensible 
woman, our dear Coralie For the rest, I have no news 
save that Wetter is said to have broken the bank at 
baccarat, and may be expected shortly to return home 
and resume his task of improvmg the condition and 
morals of the people I hear reports of Your Majesty 
that occasion me concern But courage ^ Coralie has 
led the way ’ 

“ Come,” said I to myself aloud, ** if Corahe, although 
she detests him, yet for her career's sake marries him, it 
httle becomes me to make wry faces Haven't I also, in 
my small way, a career > *' 

But Corahe hoped that her duty would not be very 
onerous I had nothmg to do with that The difference 
there was m temperament, not circumstances 

I have kept the Duchess and Elsa an mtolerably long 
while on their journey to Artenberg In fact they came 
quickly and directly , we were advised of their start, 
and two days of uncomfortable excitement brought us 
to the hour of their arrival For once m her hfe Prmcess 
Hemrich betrayed signs of disturbance , to my wonder 
I detected an undisguised look of appeal m her eyes 
as she watched me at my luncheon which I took with 
her on the fateful day I understood that she was im 
plormg me to treat the occasion properly, and that its 
importance had driven her from her wonted reserve 
I endeavoured to reassure her by a hght and cheerful 
demeanour, but my effort was not successful enough to 
prevent her from saying a few words to me after the 
meal I assured her that Elsa should receive from me 
the most dehcate respect 
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I’m not afraid of your being too precipitate,” she 
said It’s not that ” 

No, I shall not be too precipitate,” I agreed 
But remember that — that she’s quite a girl, and ” — 
my mother broke off, looked at me for a moment, and 
then looked away — she’ll like you if you make her 
think you like her,” she went on in a moment 

I seemed suddenly to see the true woman and to 
hear the true opinion The crisis then was great , my 
mother had dropped the veil and thrown aside her 
finished art 

I hope to like her very much,” said I 
Princess Heinrich was a resolute woman , the path 
on which she set her foot she trod to the end 

I know what you’ve persuaded youiself you feel 
about it,” she said bluntly and rather scornfully “ Well, 
don’t let her see that ” 

She would refuse me ? ” 

No She’d marry you and hate you for it Above 
all, don’t laugh at her ” 

I sat silently looking at Prmcess Hemrich 
a You’re so strange,” she said ” I don’t know what’s 
made you so Have you no feehngs > ” 

** Do you thmk that ? ” I asked, smihng 
Yes, I do,” she answered defiantly You were the 
same even as a boy It was no use appealing to your 
affections ” 

I had outgrown my taste for wrangles But I cer 
tamly did not recollect that either Krak or my mother 
had been m the habit of appealmg to my affections, 
Krak’s appeals, at least, had been addressed elsewhere 
Yet my mother spoSe in absolute sincerity 
‘‘ It’^CSy^ust at first that it matters,” she went on an 
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a calmer tone ‘'Afterwards she won’t mind You’ll 
learn not to expect too much from one another ” 

“ I assure you that lesson is already laid to my heart/^ 
said I, rxsmg 

My mother ended the interview and resumed her 
mask She called Victoria to her, and sent her to make 
a personal mspection of the quarters prepared for our 
guests I sat waitmg on the terrace, while William 
Adolphus wandered about in a state of conscious and 
wretched superfluousness I beheve that Victoria had 
forbidden him to smoke 

They came , there ensued some moments of embra 
cmg Good Cousm Elizabeth was squarer and stouter 
than six years ago Her cheeks had not lost their 
ruddy hue She was a favourite of imne, and I was glad 
to find that her manner had not lost its heartiness as 
she kissed me affectionately on both cheeks At the 
same time there was a difference Cousin Elizabeth was 
a httle flumed and a little apologetic When she turned 
to Elsa I saw her eye run in a rapid anxious glance 
over her daughter’s raiment Then she led her forward 
She’s changed smce you saw her last, isn’t she ? ” she 
asked in a mixture of pnde and uneasifiess " But you’ve 
seen photographs, of course,” she added immediately 

I bent low and kissed my cousm’s hand She was 
very visibly embarrassed, and her cheeks turned red 
She glanced at her mother as though askmg what she 
ought to do In the end she shook hands and glanced 
again, apparently m a sudden conviction that she had 
done the wrong thmg There can be very little doubt 
that we ought to have kissed one another on the cheek 
Victoria came up, and I turned awa^ to give my arm to 
Cousm Eii^beth 
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‘‘ She’s so young/’ whispered Cousin Elizabeth, hug 
ging my arm 

She’s a very pretty girl,’* said I, responsively pressing 
Cousm Elizabeth’s fingers 

Cousm Elizabeth smiled, and I felt her pat my arm 
ever so gently I could not help smihng, in spite of 
my mother’s warnmg I heard Victona chattermg 
merrily to Elsa A gift of inconsequent chatter is by 
no means without its place in the world, although we 
may prefer that others should supply the commodity 
I heard Elsa’s bright sweet laugh m answer She was 
much more comfortable with Victoria A minute later 
the arrival of Victoria’s little girl made her absolutely 
happy 

I had been mstructed to treat the Duchess with the 
most distinguished courtesy and the highest tnbutes of 
respect My mother and I put her between us and 
escorted her to her rooms Eka, it was considered, 
would be more at her ease without such pomp My 
mother was magnificent On such occasions she shone 
Nevertheless she rather alarmed honest Cousin Eliza 
beth A perfect manner alarms many people , it seems 
so often to exhibit an unholy remoteness from the 
natural Cousm Elizabeth was, I beheve, rather afraid 
of bemg left alone with my mother For her sake I 
rejoiced to meet her servants hurrying up to her assist 
ance I returned to the garden 

Elsa had not gone m , she sat on a seat with Victona’s 
baby m her arms Victoria was standmg by, telling her 
how she ought and ought not to hold the httle creature 
William Adolphus ako had edged near, and stood hands 
m pockets, with a broad smile on his excellent counte 
nance ‘^S^ausea and watched He drew quite near to 
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Victoria , she turned her head, spoke to him, smiled and 
laughed merrily Elsa tossed and tickled the baby, 
both Victoria and Wilham Adolphus looked pleased 
and proud It is easy to be too hard on hfe , one should 
make a habit of reflecting occasionally out of what 
very unpromismg materials happmess can be manu 
factured These four beings were at this moment, each 
and all of them, mcontestably happy Ah, well, I must 
go and disturb them ^ 

I walked up to the group On the sight of me Victoria 
suppressed her kmdliness towards her husband , she did 
not wish me to make the mistake of supposing that she 
was content William Adolphus looked supremely 
ashamed and uncomfortable The child, bemg suddenly 
snatched by her mother, puckered lips and brows and 
threatened tears Elsa sprang up with heightened col- 
our and stood in an attitude of uneasmess Why, yes^ 
I had disturbed their happmess very effectually 
I don’t mean to mterrupt you,” I pleaded 
Nonsense , we weren’t domg anything,” said Victoria 
— ^ I’ll show you your rooms, Elsa, shall I ^ ” 

Elsa, I believe, would have elected to be shown some 
thing much more alarming than a bedroom m order to 
escape from my presence She accepted Victoria’s ofler 
with obvious ^ankfulness The two went ofl with the 
baby William Adolphus, still rather embarrassed, took 
out a cigar We sat down side by side and both began 
to smoke There was a silence for several moments 
** She’s a pretty girl,” observed my brother m law at 
last 

Very,” I agreed 

Seems a bit shy, though,” he suggested, with a side 
long glance at me 
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‘‘ Ste seemed to be getting on very well with, you and 
the baby ' 

** Oh yes, she was all right then,'' said William 
Adolphus 

I suppose," said I, that I frighten her rather " 

William Adolphus took a long pull at his cigar, looked 
at the ash carefully, and then ga^ed for some moments 
across the river towards Waldenweiter It was a beau 
tiful evenmg, and my eyes followed in the same direction 
Thus we sat for quite a long time Then WiUiam 
Adolphus gave a laugh 

She’s got to get used to you," he said 
Precisely," said I 

For that was pretty Elsa's task m hfe 



CHAPTER XIX 

GREAT PROMOTION 

I SHOULD be doing injustice to my manners and (a 
more serious offence) distortmg truth, if I represented 
myself as a shy gaby, afraid oi ashamed to make love 
because people knew the business on which I was en 
gaged Holdmg a position like mme has at least the 
virtue of curing a man of such folly I had been accus 
tomed to be looked at from the day I put on breeches, 
and, thanks to unfamiharity with privacy, had come 
not to expect and hardly to miss it The trouble was 
unhappily of a deeper and more obstmate sort — ^rooted 
m my own mmd, and not due to the covert stares or 
open good-natured mterest of those who surrounded me 
There is a quahty which is the sign and soul of high and 
genuine pleasure, whether of mmd or body, of sight, 
feelmg, oiif imagmation , I mean spontaneity This 
characteristic, with its mcluded incidents of unexpected 
ness, of suddenness, often of unwisdom and too entire 
absorption m the moment, comes, I take it, from a 
natural agreement of what you are with what you do, 
not planned or made, but revealed all at once and full 
grown When the heart finds it, it knows that it is 
satisfied The action fits the agent—^the serose matches 
the faculty Thenceforward what you are "STOut does 
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itself without your aid, but pours into your hand the 
treasure that rewards success, the very blossom of life 
There may be bitterness, reproaches, stings of conscience, 
or remorse These things are due to other claims and 
obhgations, artificial, perhaps, m origin, although now 
of bindmg force Beneath and beyond them is the 
self mspired harmony of your nature with your act, 
sometimes proud enough to claim for itself a justifica 
tion from the mere fact of existence, oftener content to 
give that question the go by, whispermg softly, ** What 
matters that ^ lam" 

By some such explanation as this, possibly not alto 
gether wide of the mark, I sought to account for my 
disposition m the days that followed Elsa's arrival I 
was conscious of an extreme reluctance to set about my 
task I have used the right word there , a task it seemed 
to me The trail of business and arrangement was over 
it , it was defaced by an intolerable propriety, ungraced 
by a scrap of uncertamty , its stages had been marked, 
numbered, and catalogued beforehand Bederhof knew 
the weddmg day to withm a fortnight, the settlement to 
within a shillmg, the addresses of congratulation to a 
syllable To this '‘knowledge we were all privy God 
save us, how we played the hypocrite ^ 

I am fully aware that there are men to whom these 
feehngs would not have occurred There are probably 
women m regard to whom nobody would have experi 
enced them m a very keen form Insensibility is in 
factious We have few scruples m regard to the un 
scrupulous We feel that the exact shade of colour is 
immatenal when we present a new coat to a blind man 
Had Hammerfeldt 15ft as his legacy the union with some 
rude he«Hiy fifeature, to follow his desire might have 
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been an easy thing — one which, on a broad view of my life, 
would have been relatively insignificant I should have 
disliked my duty and done it, as I did a thousand things 
I disliked But I should not have been afflicted with the 
sense that where I endured ten lashes another endured 
a thousand , that, bemg a fellow sufferer, I seemed the 
executioner, that, myself yearning to be free, I was 
busied in forgmg chams It was in this light that Elsa 
made me regard myself, so that every word to her from 
my hps seemed a threat, every approach an impertinence, 
every hour of company I asked a forecast of the life 
long bondage that I prepared for her This was my un 
happy mood, while Victoria laughed, jested, and spurred 
me on , while William Adolphus opined that Elsa must 
get used to me , while Cousin Eli2;abeth smiled open 
motherly encouragement , while Princess Hemnch moved 
through the appropriate figures as though she graced 
a stately minuet I had come to look for little love in 
the world , I was afflicted with the new terror that I 
must be hated 

Yet she did not hate me — or, at last, our natures were 
not such as to hate one another or to be repugnant 
naturally Nay, I believe that we were born to be good 
and appreciative friends Sometimes in those early 
days we found a sympathy of thought that made us for 
the moment intimate and easy, forgetful of our obhga 
tion, and frankly pleased with the society which we 
afforded one another Soon I came to enjoy these 
mtervals, to look and to plan for them. In them I 
seemed to get glimpses of what my young cousin ought 
to be always , but they were brief and fleeting An 
intrusion ended them , or, more often, they were doomed 
to pensh at my hands or at hers A iffi^bl^itshyness 
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would suddenly eclipse her mirth , or I would be seized 
with a sense that my cheating of fate was useless, and 
served only to make the fate more bitter She seemed 
to dread any growth of friendship, and to pull herself 
up abruptly when she felt in danger of being earned 
away into a genuine comradeship I was swiftly re 
sponsive to such an attitude , again we drew apart 
Here is an extract from a letter which I wrote to Var 
villiers — 

'' My dear Varvilliers, — ^The state of thmgs here is 
absurd enough My cousin and I can’t like, because we 
are ordered to love , can’t be friends, because we must 
be mates , can’t talk, because we must flirt , can’t be 
comfortable alone together, because everybody prepares 
our tde h tete for us She is m apprehension of an 
amourousness which I despair of displaymg , I am 
ashamed of a backwardness which is her only comfort 
And the audience grows impatient , had the gods given 
them humour they would laugh consumedly Surely 
even they must smile soon, and so soon as they smile 
I must take the leap , for, my dear friend, we may be 
privately imhappy, but we must not be publicly ludicrous 
To day, as we walked a yard apart along the terrace, I 
seemed to see a smile on a gardener’s face If it were of 
benevolence, matters may not advance ]ust yet , if I 
conclude that amusement mspired it, even before you 
receive this I may have performed my duty and she her 
sacrifice Pray laugh at and for me from your safe 
distance , in that there can be no harm I laugh myself 
sometimes, but dare not nsk sharmg my laugh with 
Elsa She has hurhour, but to ask her to turn its rays 
on thia^tuatiOh would be too venturous a stroke An 
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absolute absorption in the tragic aspect is probably the 
only specific which will enable her to endure Unhappily 
the support of pure tragedy, with its dignity of unbroken 
gloom, is not mme I f 01 get sometimes to be unhappy 
in reflecting that I am damnably ridiculous What, I 
wonder, were the feelmgs of Corahe at the first attentions 
of her big bellied impresario > Did stem devotion nerve 
her ^ Was her face pale and her hps set m tragic mode ^ 
Or did she smile and yawn and drawl and shrug m her 
old delightful fashion ^ I would give much to be fur 
nished with details of this parallel Meanwhile Bederhof 
tears his hair, for I threaten to be behmd time, and the 
gbod Duchess tells me thrice daily that Elsa is timid 
Prmcess Heinrich has made no sign yet when she frowns 
I must kiss So stands the matter I must go hence to 
pray her to walk m the woods with me She will flush 
and flutter, but, poor child, she will come What I ask 
she will not and must not refuse But, deuce take it, 
I ask so little ^ There’s the rub » I hear your upbraid 
mg voice — ‘ Pooh, man, catch her up and kiss her ’ ’ 
Ah, my dear Varvilliers, you suffer under a confusion 
She is a duty , and who is impelled by duty to these 
sudden cuttings of a knot > And she does a duty, 
and would therefore not kiss me m return And I also, 
don^ duty, am duty Thus we are both of us strangled 
m the black coils of that belauded serpent ” 

I did not tell Varvilhers everythmg Had I allowed 
myself complete unreserve I must have added that 
she charmed me, and that the very charm I found m 
her made my work harder There was a damty delicacy 
ajbout her, the freshness of a flower Whose velvet bloom 
me finger touch has rubbed This I was To des4»<>y 
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But at last from fear, not of the gardener's smiles, 
but of my own ridicule, I made my start, and, as I fore 
shadowed to Varvilliers, it was as we walked m the 
woods that I began 

What of that grenadier > " I asked her — she was 
sittmg on a seat, while I leant against a tree trunk — 
''the grenadier you were m love with when I was at 
Bartenstem You remember > You described him to 
me " 

She blushed and laughed a little 
" He married a maid of my mother's, and became one 
of the hall porters He's grown so fat " 

" The dream is ended then ? " 

" Yes, if it ever began," she answered " How amused 
at me you must have been f " 

Suddenly she perceived my gaze on her, and her 
eyes fell 

" He was Romance, Elsa," said I " He has married 
and grown fat His busmess now is to shut doors , he 
has shut the door on himself " 

Yes," she answered, half puzzled, half embarrassed 
" He had an unsuccessful rival," said I "Do you 
recollect him ^ A lanky boy whom nobody cared much 
about Elsa, the grenadier is out of the question " 

Now she was agitated , but she sat still and silent I 
moved and stood before her My whole desire was to 
mitigate her fear and shrinking She looked up at me 
gravely and steadily It went to my heart that the 
grenadier was out of the question Her hps quivered, 
but she mamtamed a tolerable composure 

" You should not say that about — about the lanky 
boy, Augustin," said she " We all liked him I liked 
him" 
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Well, he deserved it a little better then than now 

Yet perhaps, since the grenadier " 

I don't understand what you mean about the 
grenadier 

Yes, don't you > " I asked with a smile “ No 
dreams, Elsa, that you told to nobody ? " 

She flushed for a moment, then she smiled Her 
smilmg heartened me, and I went on in hghter vein 
One can never be sure of being miserable," I said 
No,” she murmured softly, raising her eyes a mo 
ment to mine The glance was brief, but hinted a 
coquetry whose natural play would have delighted — 
weU, the grenadier 

She seemed very pretty, sitting there m the half 
shade, with the sun catching her fair hair I stood 
lookmg down at her, presently her eyes rose to mine 
“ Not of bemg absolutely miserable,” said I 
''You wouldn't make anybody miserable You're 
kmd Aren't you kind ? ” 

She grew grave as she put her question I made her 
no answer m words , I bent down, took her hand, and 
kissed it I held it, and she did not draw it away I 
looked m her eyes , there I saw the alarm and the 
shrmkmg that I had expected But to my wonder I 
seemed to see somethmg else There was excitement — 
a sparkle witnessed to it, I should scarcely be wrong 
if I called it triumph I was suddenly struck with the 
idea that I had read my feelmgs mto her too com 
pletely It might be an exaggeration to say that she 
wished to marry me, but was there not something m 
her that found satisfaction m the thought of marrymg 
me ? I remembered with a new clearness how the little 
girl who rolled down the hill had thffBght -feat she 
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would like to be a queen At that moment this new 
idea of her brought me pure relief I suppose there 
were obvious morali^ings to l;)e done , it was also pos 
sible to take the matter to heart, as a tribute to my 
position at the cost of myself I felt no soreness, and 
I did no moralising I was honestly and fully glad that 
for any reason under heaven she wished to marry me 
Moreover this touch of a not repulsive worldlmess m 
her sapped some of my scruples What I was domg no 
longer seemed sacrilege She had one foot on earth 
already then, this pretty Elsa, hghtly poised perhaps, 
and quite ethereal, yet m the end resting on this common 
earth of ours She would get used to me, as William 
Adolphus put it, all the sooner I took courage The 
spirit of the scene gamed some hold on me I grew 
less repressed in manner, more ardent m looks I lost 
my old desire not to magnify what I felt The coquetry 
m her waged now an equal battle with her timidity 
“ You’re sure you like me^ ” she asked 
** Is it mcredible? Have they never told you how 
pretty you are ^ ” 

She laughed nervously, but with evident pleasure 
Her eyes were bright with excitement I held out my 
hands, and she put hers into them I drew her to me 
and kissed her hghtly on the cheek She shrank sud 
denly away from me 

Don’t be frightened,” I said, smiling 
I am frightened,” she answered, with a look that 
seemed almost hke defiance 

Shall we say nothmg about it for a httle while ^ ” 
This proposal did not seem to attract her, or to touch 
the root of the trouole, if trouble there were 
I Mist telHnother/’ she said 
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Then we'll tell everybody " I saw her looking at 
me with earnest anxiety ‘‘ My dear," said I, “ 1 11 do 
what I can to make you happy " 

We began to walk back through the wood side by 
side Less on my guard than I ought to have been, I 
allowed myself to fall into a reverie My thoughts fled 
back to the previous love makings, and, havmg travelled 
through these, fixed themselves on Varvilliers It was 
but two days smce I sent him a letter almost asserting 
that the task was impossible to achieve He would 
laugh when he heard of its so speedy accomphshment 
I began m my own mind to tell him about it, for I had 
come to like telling him my states of feeling, and no 
doubt often bored him with them , but he seemed to 
understand them, and m his constant minimizing of their 
importance I found a comfort I had indeed almost 
followed the advice he would have gi’ven me — almost 
taken her up and kissed her, and there ended the 
matter A low laugh escaped from me 

“ Why are you laughing? " Elsa asked, turning to me 
with a puzzled look 

I've been so very much afraid of you," I an- 
swered 

‘‘ You afraid of me ^ " she cried Oh, if you only 
knew how terrified I've been * " She seemed to be 
seized with an impulse to confidence “ It was terrible 
coming here to see whether I should do, you know " 

You knew you'd do ^ " 

** Oh no Mother always told me I mightn’t She 
Said you were — ^were rather pecuhar " 

I don't know enough about other people to be able 
to say whether I'm pecuhar " 

She laughed, but not as though she any f«oint in 
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my observation (I daresay there was none), and walked 
on a few yards, smiling still Then she said,— 

Father will be pleased ” 

'' I hope everybody will be pleased When you go to 
Forstadt the whole town will run mad over you ” 

What will they do ^ ” 

“ Oh, what won’t they do? Crowds cheers, flowers, 
fireworks, all the rest of it^ And your picture every 
where ^ ” 

She drew m her breath in a long sigh I looked at 
her, and she blushed 

You’ll hke that ? ” I asked with a laugh 

She did not speak, but nodded her head twice Her 
eyes laughed in triumph She seemed happy now 
My pestilent perversity gave me a shock of pain for her 

Vhien we came near the house she asked me to let 
her go alone and tell her mother I had no objection 
to offer Indeed I was glad to escape a hand ui hand 
appearance, rather recalling the footlights She started 
off, and I fell into a slower walk She almost ran with 
a rare buoyancy of movement Once she turned her 
head and waved her hand to me merrily I waited a 
little while at the end of the terrace, and then effected 
an entry into my room unperceived The women 
would lose no time m teUing one another , then there 
would be a bustle I had now a quiet half hour By a 
movement that seemed mevitable I sat down at my 
writmg table and took up a pen For several mmutes 
I sat twirhng the quill between my fingers Then I 
began to write — 

My dear^ARVilliers,— The impossible has hap- 
pened, "^nd was all through full of its own impossibility 
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I have done it That now seems a httle thing The 
marvel remains ' An absolute absorption m the tragic 
aspect ’ — you remember, I daresay, my phrase , that 
was to have been her mood — ^seen through my coloured 
glasses My glasses » Am I not too blind for any 
glasses^ She has ]ust left me and run to her mother 
She went as though she would dance She is merry 
and tnumphant I am employed m marvelling She 
wants to be a queen, processions and ovations fill 
her eyes She is happy I would be happy for her 
sake, but I am oppressed by an anticipation You will 
guess it It is unavoidable that some day she will 
remember myself We may postpone, but we cannot 
prevent, this catastrophe What I am in myself, and 
what I mean to her, are thmgs which she will some day 
awake to I have to wait for the time Yet that she is 
happy now is somethmg, and I do not thmk that she 
will awake thoroughly before the marriage There is 
therefore, as you will perceive, no danger of anything 
mterfermg with the auspicious event My dear friend, 
let us rmg the church bells and smg a. Te Dmm , and 
the Chancellor shall write a speech concerning the con 
stant and pecuhar favour of God towards my family, 
and the pohte piety with which we have always requited 
His attentions For ]ust now all is well She sleeps 
Your faithful friend, 

“ Augustin ” 

I had just finished this letter when Baptiste rushed in, 
exclaimmg that the Duchess had come, and that he 
could by fio means prevent her ei^try The truth of 
what he said was evident Cousin EhzaJ^th herself was 
hard on his heels She almost ran m* and ma^ at me 
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With wide opened arms Her honest face beamed with 
delight as she folded me in an enthusiastic embrace 
Lookmg over her shoulder, I observed Baptiste standing 
m a respectful attitude, but strugglmg with a smile 

You can go, Baptiste," said I , and he withdrew, 
smiling still 

My dearest Augustin," panted Cousin Elizabeth, 
you have made us all very, very happy It has been 
the dream of my life " 

I forget altogether what my answer was, but her 
words struck sharp and clear on my mmd That phrase 
pursued me It had been the dream of Mctx von Sem 
pach's life to be Ambassador There had been a dream 
in his wife's life It was the dream of Coralie's life to 
be a great singer , hence came the impresario with his 
large locket and the rest And now, quaintly enough, 
I was fulfilling somebody else’s dream of life — Cousin 
Elizabeth's ^ Perhaps I was fulfilling my own , but 
my dream of life was a queer vision 

So happy ’ So happy » " murmured Cousm Eliza 
beth, seekmg for her pocket handkerchief At the 
moment came another flurried entry of Baptiste He 
was followed by my mother Cousm Elizabeth dis 
engaged herself from me Prmcess Hemnch came to 
me with great dignity I kissed her hand , she kissed 
my forehead 

Augustin," she said, “ you have made us all very 
happy " 

The same note was struck m my mother's stately 
acknowledgment and m Cousm Elizabeth's gushing ]oy 
I chimed in, declanng that the happiness I gave was 
as nothing to what I received My mother appeared 
to consider th3 speech proper and adequate. Cousin 
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Elizabeth was almost overcome by it The letter which 
lay on the table, addressed to Varvilliers, was fortu 
nately not endowed with speech It would have jarred 
our harmony 

Later m the day Victona came to see me I was 
sittmg m the wmdow, lookmg down on the river and 
across to the woods of Waldenweiter She sat down 
near me and smiled at me Victoria carried with her 
an atmosphere of reality, she neither harboured the 
smcere delusions of Cousm Elizabeth nor (save in public) 
sacrificed my mother on the shrine of propriety She 
sat there and smiled at me 

My dear Victoria, said I, “ I know all that as well 
as you do Didn’t we go through it all before, when 
you marned William Adolphus > ” 

'' I’ve just left Elsa,” my sister announced “ The 
child’s really half off her head , she can’t grasp it yet ” 

'' She is excited, I suppose ” 

It seems that Cousm Ehzabeth never let her count 
upon it ” 

I saw that she was pleased It surprised me rather ” 
‘'Don’t be a goose, Augustin,” said Victoria very 
crossly " Of course she’s pleased ” 

” But I don’t thmk she cares for me in the very least,” 
said I gravely 

For a moment Victoria stared Then she observed 
with a perfunctory politeness, — 

" Oh, you mustn’t say that I’m sure she does ” 
She paused and added, '' Of course, it’s great promo- 
tion for her ” 

Great promotion ^ I liked Victona’s phrase very 
miKsh. Of course it was great promotion for Elsa No 
wmder she was pleased and danced m her w®k , no 
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wonder her eyes sparkled’ Nay, it was small wonder 
that she felt a kindliness for the hand whence came this 
great promotion 

Yes, I suppose it is — ^what did you say ^ Oh yes — 
great promotion,” said I to Victoria 

“ Immense ’ She was really a nobody before ” 

A hmt of jealousy lurked m Victoria’s tones Per 
haps she did not like the prospect of being no longer at 
the head of Forstadt society 

There’s nobody in Europe who would have refused 
you, I suppose,” she pursued Yes, she’s lucky with 
a vengeance ” 

I began to laugh Victoria frowned a little, as though 
my laughter annoyed her However, I had my laugh 
out , the picture of my position, sketched by Victoria, 
deserved that Then I lit a cigarette and stood looking 
out of the wmdow 

“ Poor child ’ ” said I “ How long will it last ? 
Victoria made no answer She sat where she was for 
a few moments , then she got up, flung an arm round 
my neck, and gave me a brief business like kiss 

‘‘ I never knew anybody quite so good as you at 
being miserable,” she said 

But I was not miserable I was, on the whole, very 
considerably relieved It would have been much worse 
had Elsa really mamfested an absolute absorption in 
the tragic aspect It was much better that her thoughts 
should be filled by her great promotion 
I heard suddenly the sound of feet on the terrace 
A moment later loud cheers rang out I looked down 
from the wmdow There was a throng of the house 
hold, stable, and garden servants gathered m front of 
the wir^ow of my mother’s room On the steps before 
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the window stood Elsa’s slim graceful figure The 
throng cheered, Elsa bowed, waved, and kissed her 
hand to them They cried out good wishes and called 
blessings on her Agam she kissed her hand to them 
with pretty dignity A pace bdimd her on either side 
stood Pnncess Hemrich and Cousm Elizabeth Elsa 
held the central place, and her httle head was erect and 

Poor dear child ' The great promotion had begun 



CHAPTER XX 

AN INTERESTING PARALLEL 

I HAD a whimsical desire that somebody, no matter 
who, should speak the truth about the affair That 
I myself should was out of the question, nor would 
candour be admissible from any of my family, even 
Victoria could do no more than kiss me Elsa did not 
know the truth , her realization of it lay iii the future — 
the future to me ever so present Varvilliers would not 
tell it his sincerity owned always the limit of polite 
ness I could not look to have my whim indulged, 
perhaps had there seemed a chance of fulfilment I should 
have turned coward Yet I do not know , the love of 
truth has been a constant and strong passion m mv 
mind Hence come my laborious trackmgs of it through 
mazes of moods and feelings — ^painful trifling, I daresay 
But my whim was accomplished , why and under what 
motive's spur it is hard to guess 
I sent a message to the Chamber announcing my 
betrothal , a debate on the answer to be returned 
followed Here was a proper and solemn formahty, 
nch in coloured phrases and time honoured pretence 
No he was allowed place that could not prove its pedi 
gree for five hundred years Then when Bederhof 
and the rest Sid prated, there rose {0 st audtssem) 
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a man with a pale lined face, in which passion had 
almost destioyed mirth, or at least compelled it to put 
on the servile dress of bitterness, but with eyes bnght 
still and a voice that rang through the Chamber Wetter 
was back — back from wounding me, back from his mad 
ness of Coralie, back from his obscure wanderings and 
his reported bank breakings Somewhere and somehow 
he had got money enough to keep him awhile , and with 
money m his pocket he was again and at once a power 
m Forstadt There must have been strange doings in 
that man's soul, worthy of record , but who would be 
so bold as to take up the pen > His reappearance was 
remarkable enough I asked whether he did what he 
did m malice, m a rivalry that our quarrel and our 
common defeat at the hands of the paunchy impresario 
could not wipe out, or whether he discerned that I 
should ]om in his acid laugh, and, as I read his speech, 
cry to mvself, Lo, here is truth and a man who tells it » " 
For he rose, there m the Chamber, when Bederhof's 
sticky sjnrup had ceased to flow He spoke of my 
betrothal, sketching m a poet's mood, with the art of an 
orator that perfect love whereof men dream — ^painting 
with exquisite skill the man's hot exultation and the 
girl’s tremulous triumph, the spontaneous leap of heart 
to heart, the world without eclipsed and invisible, the 
brightness, the glory, and the unquestionmg confidence 
in their eternity His voice rose victorious out of falter- 
mgs , his eyes gleamed with the vision that he made 
Then, while still they wondered as men shown new 
things in their own hearts, his lips curved in a smile 
and his tones fell to a moderate volume Such," said 
**are the joys which our country shares with its 
EIi 3^ Because they are his they axe'^ours, Jbecause 
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they are his they are hers Hers and his are they till 
their lives' end , ours while our hearts are worthy to 
conceive of them " 

They were silent when he sat down He had out 
raged etiquette , nobody had ever said that sort of thing 
before on such an occasion Bederhof searched in vain 
through an exhaustive memorandum prepared in the 
Chancellery He consulted the clerks Nobody had 
ever said anythmg m the least like it They were puzzled 
It was all most excellent, most loyal, calculated to im 
press the people m the most favourable way But, deuce 
take it, why did the man smile while he talked, and why 
did his voice change from the ring of a trumpet to the 
1 asp of a file ^ The Chamber at large was rather upset 
by Wetter’s oiation 

Ah, Wetter, but you had an audience fit though small ^ 
I read it, I read it all — I, m my study at Artenberg, 
I alone My mind leapt with yours , my lips bent to 
the cuive of yours Surely you spoke to please me, 
Wetter , to show that one man knew , to display 
plainest truth by the medium of a giant's lies ^ I could 
interpret The language was known to me , the irony 
was after my own heart 

It's dashed queer stuff," said William Adolphus, 
scratching his head — ‘‘all right m a stoiy book, you 
know, but in the Chamber’ Do you thmk he’s ofi 
his head ^ " 

“ I don’t thmk so, Wilham Adolphus," said I 
“ Victoria says it’s hardly— hardly decent, you know " 
“ I shouldn’t call it exactly mdecent " 

“ No, not exactly mdecent,” he admitted “ But what 
the devil did he want so say it there for > " 

“ Ah? that I can’t answer " 



2 so THE KING’S MIRROR. 

My brother in law looked discontented Yet as a rule 
he resigned himself readily enough to not understanding 
things 

** Victona says that Prmcess Heinrich requested the 

Duchess to manage that Eba 

My dear William Adolphus, the transaction sounds 
complicated ” 

Comphcated ? What do you mean Prmcess Hem 
rich requested the Duchess not to let Elsa read it ” 

'' Ah, my mother has always good reasons ” 

But Elsa had read it already " 

How unfortunate wisdom always is ^ Did Elsa 
like it ^ ” 

She told Victona that it seemed great nonsense 
Yes, she would think so ” 

Welt, It is, you know,” said William Adolphus 
** Of course it is, my dear fellow,” said I 
Yet I wanted to loiow more about it, and observing 
that Varvilliers was stated to have been present m the 
Diplomatic Gallery, I sent for him to come to Artenberg 
and describe the speech as it actually passed When I 
had sent my message I went forth m search of my fiancie 
She had read the report already , my motherb measures 
had been taken too late What did pretty Elsa think > 
She thought it was all great nonsense Poor pretty Elsa ^ 
My heart was htmgry Wetter had broken — as surely 
he had meant to break — ^the sleep of memory and the 
sense of contrast I went to her not with love, but 
with some vague expectation — ^a sort of idea that, con 
trary to all likelihood, I might agam have m some meas 
ure what had come to me before, sprmgmg now indeed 
not whence I would, but whence it couy, yet being still 
itself though grown in an alien sod The Ml tichness 
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of native bloom it could not win, yet it might attain 
some pale grace and a fragrance of its own For these I 
would compound and thank the malicious wit that gave 
them me But she thought it all great nonsense — ^nay, 
that was only what she had told Victona My mother 
was wise, and my mother had requested that she should 
not read it 

When I came to her she was uncertain and doubtful 
in mood She did not refer to the speech, but a con 
sciousness of it showed m her embarrassment, and m 
the distrustful mirth of her eyes She did not know 
how I looked upon it, nor how I would have her take 
it Was she to laugh or to be solemn, to ridicule or to 
pretend with handsome ampleness ^ There were duties 
attached to her greatness was it among them to swallow 
this ^ But she knew I hked to joke at some things 
which others found serious Might she laugh with me 
at this extravagance ^ 

Well, you’ve read the debate > ” I asked ** They 
all said exactly the proper things ” 

Did they ^ I didn’t know what the proper things 
were ” 

'' Oh yes , except that mad fellow Wetter It’s a sad 
thing, Elsa , if only he weren’t a gemus he’d have a 
great career ” 

She threw a timid questiomng glance at me 

“ Victona says that he talked nonsense,” she remarked 
Victoria declares that it was you who said it ” 

Well, I don’t know which of us said it first,” she 
laughed Prmcess Hemnch said so too , she said he 
must have been reading romances and gone mad, like 
Don Quixote ” 

Yots’ve read some ? ” 
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'' Oh yes, some Of course, if s different in a story 
So had observed William Adolphus I marked Victoria 
as the common origin 

'‘You see,” said I tolerantly, “he’s a man of very 
emotional nature He’s carried away by his feehngs, 
and he thinks other people are like himself” And I 
laughed a little 

Elsa also laughed, but still doubtfully She seemed 
ill at ease I found her venturing a swift stealthy glance 
at me , there was somethmg like fear m her eyes I was 
curiously remmded of Victoria’s expression when she 
came to Krak with only a half of her exercise written, 
and mistrusted the validity of her excuse (Indeed it 
was always a bad one ) What, then, had Wetter done 
for her ^ Had he not set up a hopeless standard of gnm 
duty, frowning and severe ^ My good sister had meant 
to be consolatory with her “ great nonsense,” remem 
bering, perhaps, the Baron ovei there at Waldenweiter 
Elsa was lookmg straight before her now, her brows 
puckered I glanced down at the hand m her lap and 
saw that it trembled a httle Suddenly she turned and 
found me lookmg , she blushed vividly and painfully 
“My dearest little cousm,” said I, taking her hand, 
“ don’t trouble your very pretty head about such matters 
Men are not all Wetters , the fellow’s a poet if only he 
knew it Come, Elsa, you and I understand one another ” 
“ You’re very kmd to me,” she said “ And — ^and 
Fm very fond of you, Augustin ” 

“ It’s very charming of you, for there’s little enough 
reason ” 

“ Victona says several people have been ” She hazarded 
tto rtmiark with an obvious effort I laughed at that 
There was also a covert hint of surprise in he35> glance 
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Either she did not beheve Victoria fully, or she was 
wondeimg how the thing had come about Alas, she 
was so transparent ^ I found myself caught by a mo 
mentary wish that I had chosen (as if I could choose, 
though *) a woman of the world, whose accomphshed 
skill should baffle all my scrutmy and leave me still 
the consolations of uncertainty It is probable that such 
a one would have extorted from me a belief m her love 
for five minutes every day Not for an instant could 
that delusion hve with Elsa’s openness Yet perhaps 
she would learn the trick, and I watch her mastery of 
it m the growth But at least she should not learn it 
on my reqmsition 

Elsa sat silent, but presently a shght meditative smile 
came on her hps and made a little dimple in her chin 
Her thoughts were pleasant then — ^no more of that grim 
impossible duty Had Wetter’s wand conjured any 
other idea mto her mind ^ Had his picture another 
side for her imagmation ^ It seemed possible enough , 
it may well have seemed possible to Princess Hemrich 
when she requested that Elsa should not read the speech 
Princess Heinnch may have preferred that such notions 
should not be suggested at all under the circumstances of 
the case There was alwa3^ a meamng in what Pnncess 
Hemnch did 

“ What are you thinking of, Elsa ^ ” 

Nothmg/’ she answered with a little start “ Is he 
a young man ^ ” 

You mean Wetter ? ” 

‘‘ Yes ” 

* Oh, a few years over thirty But he’s made the 
most olE his time in the world — ^the most, not the best, 
I meanryou know ” 
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Her thoughts had been on Wetter and Wetter’s words 
Since she had smiled I concluded that my guess was not 
fax oS. Elsa turned to me with a blush and the coquettish 
air that now and then sat so prettily on her innocence 
** I should think he might have made love rather 
well/* she said 

I shouldn’t wonder in the least/’ said I But he 
might be a little tempestuous ” 

Yes/’ Elsa acquiesced And that wouldn’t be 
nice, would it ^ ” 

Not at all nice,” said I, and laughed Elsa joined 
m my laugh, but doubtfully and reluctantly, as though 
she had but a dim glimmer of the reason for it Then 
she turned to me with a sudden radiant smile 

'' Fancy ’ ” said she Mother says I must have forty 
frocks ” 

My dear,” said I, have four hundred ” 

** But isn’t it a lot ^ ” 

I suppose it IS,” I remarked ” But have anythmg 
you ought to have You hke the frocks, Elsa ? ” 

She gave that little emphatic double nod of hers 
We talked no more of the frocks then, but durmg the 
few days which followed Elsa’s perusal of Wetter’s 
speech there was mfinite talk of frocks and all the rest 
of the fumishmgs and appurtenances of Elsa’s new rank 
The unpulse which moved women so difierent as my 
mother, the Duchess, and Victona, to a common course 
of conduct was doubtless based on a umversal woman’s 
instmct All the three seemed to set themselves to 
dazzle the girl with the glones and pomp that awaited 
her , at the same time William Adolphus became press 
mg m his claims on my company *Now Victoria never 
really supposed that I desired to spencT my leisiJre with 
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William Adolphus , she set him m motion when she 
had reason to beheve that I had better not spend it 
with some other person So it had been in the days 
of the Countess and m Coralie's epoch , so it was now 
The idea was obvious ]ust at present it was better 
for Elsa to thmk of her glones than to be too much with 
me , she was to be led to the place of sacrifice with a 
bandage over her eyes— -a bandage that obscured the 
contrasted visions of Wettefs imagmation and of my 
actual self I saw their plan and appreciated it, but 
seemg did not forbid yieldmg I was not hoodwmked, 
but neither was I stirred to resistance It seemed to 
me then that kindness lay in not obtrudmg myself upon 
her, in bemg as little with her as courtesy and appear 
ances allowed, in asking the smallest possible amount of 
her thoughts and makmg the least possible claim on her 
life They asked me to efface myself, to court oblivion, 
to hide behind the wardrobe It was all done with a 
soothmg air, as though it were a temporary necessity, 
as though with a little patience the mood would pass, 
almost as though Elsa had some little ailment which 
would disappear m a few days, while it lasted, men 
were best out of the way, and would show delicacy by 
asking no questions The way m which women act, 
look, and speak, when they desire to create that impres 
Sion, is clear and unmistakable , a wise man goes about 
his business or retires to his smoking room, his papers, 
and his books 

The treatment seemed to answer well, and its seventy 
was gradually relaxed WiUiam Adolphus, sighing rehef, 
I doubt not (for I was well mgh as tedious to him as 
he to me), went off to his horses I was again encouraged 
to be more witli Elsa, under a caution to say nothing 
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that could excite her She met me with a quiet gay 
contentment, seemed pleased to be with me, and was 
profuse and sincere m thanks for my kindness Some 
times now she talked of our life after we were married, 
when Princess Hemrich would be gone and we alone 
together She was occupied with innocent wonderings 
how we should get on, and professed an anxiety lest she 
should fail in keepmg me amused Then she would take 
refuge m remmdmg herself of her many and responsible 
duties She would have nearly as much to do as I had, 
she said and was not her work really almost as impor 
tant as mine ? 

" Princess Heinnch says that the social influence I 
shall wield is just as important to the welfare of the 
country,” she would say, with that grave mqmnng look 
m her pretty blue eyes 

“All the fashionable folk m Forstadt will think it 
much more important,” said I, laughing “ Especially 
the young men, Elsa ” 

“ As if I should care about that » ” she cned scornfully 

Now and then, at mtervals, while I talked to her, ths 
idea of doing what my mother had meant by excitmg 
her came into my head, the idea of satisfying her un 
conscious longings and of fulfilling for her the dream 
which had taken shape under the wand of that magician 
Wetter I believed then that I could have succeeded in 
the task, there may be vanity in that opimon, but 
neither lapse of time nor later experience has brought 
me to renounce it Why, then, did I yield to the 
women’s prescnption, and renounce the idea of gammg 
and chaining her love and her fancy for myself ? Noth 
in, her gives the answer to that question , it must be 
sought in my mind and my temper T believed and I 
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believe that if I could have stirred myself I could have 
stirred her The claim is not great Wetter had done 
half the work for me, and nai^-ure was domg the better 
part of the rest I should have started with such an 
advantage that the battle must have been mine This 
is not merely perceived in retrospect , it was tolerably 
clear to me even at the time But the impulse in me 
was wanting I# could have won, but I did not truly 
desire to win I could have given what she asked, but 
my own heart was a niggard It was from me more 
than from her that the restramt came , it was with me 
to move, and I could not stir She was lovable, but I 
did not love her , she had love to give, but I could not 
ask for it To marry her was my duty, to seem to 
desire the marriage my role There obligation stopped , 
mclmation refused to carry on the work I had driven 
a bargain with fate , I would pay the debt to the last 
farthing, but I could not open my purse again for a 
gratmty or a bounty I acqmesced with fair content 
ment m it, and m the relations which it produced be 
tween Elsa and myself There was a tacit agreement 
among all of us that a calm and cousinly affection was 
the best thing, and fully adequate to the needs of the 
situation The advice of the women chimed m with 
my own mood Making love to her would have seemed 
to them a dangerous mdiscretion, to me a rather odious 
taking advantage of one who was not a free agent, and 
a rather humiliating bit of pretence besides We had 
all made up our minds that matters had better be left 
considerably below boilmg-pomt 
While thmgs stood thus I received a letter from Yar- 
vilhers (who was^t Forstadt) accepting my invitation to 
^rtenbefg His acceptance signified, he went on — 
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Of course all the town os full of you and your fiancee 
— ^her portrait is ever5rwhere, ypur name and hers in 
every mouth There is another coupled with them, 
surely m a strange conjunction ’ When they speak of 
you and the Pnncess they speak of Wetter also It is 
recalled that you and he were friends and associates, 
companions m amusement and sport (especially, of course, 
in pistol practice *) Hence springs a, theory that the 
fellow’s odd rhapsody (mad and splendid) was directly 
inspired by yourself , that you chose him as your medium, 
desinng to add to the formal expressions usual on such 
occasions an unofficial declaration of your private feel 
mgs So you are hailed as a model and most romantic 
lover, and every tea-table resounds with your praises 
Early indiscretions (forgive a pen itself indiscreet) are 
forgotten, and you are booked for the part of the model 
husband — an example of the beauty (and the duty) of 
mamages of mclmation m high places Believe me, 
your popularity is doubled And the strange fellow 
himself, having money m his pocket and that voice of 
his m magnificent order, is to be seen ever5^here, smihng 
mystenously and observmg a most significant reticence 
when he is pressed to say that he spoke at your request 
and to your pattern But for Your Majesty’s own 
letters I should not have ventured to be a dissenter from 
the received opinion , if you bid me, at any moment 
I will gladly renounce my heresy and embrace the ortho 
dox faith Meanwhile I am wondermg what imp holds 
sway in Wetter’s brain, and I am laughing a little at 
this new example of the eternal antagonism between 
what IS the truth and what is thought to be the truth 
If mankmd ever stumbled on absolijte naked venty, 
what the devil would they make of it > By thfe way, I 
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hear that Coralie is to make her d^ut in Pans m a week 
or two She being now reputably impresanoed, the 
Sempachs have shown her some civility I told Wetter 
this when I last ran against him at the club He raised 
his brows, twisted his hps, scratched his chm, looked 
fuU m my face, and said with a smile, ‘ My dear Vicomte, 
Madame Maitsom is passionately attached to her bus 
band They are ideal lovers ' Your Majesty shall m 
terpret, if it be your pleasure I leave the matter alone 
This fellow Wetter was very impertinent with his 
speeches and his parallels But, good heavens, he had 
eyes to see ’ Madame Mansom and her impresario were 
ideal lovers » # Surely the world was grown young agam ^ 
Elsa also made her dibat m a few weeks , I was her 
impresario And she was passionately attached to her 
impresario » I lay back in my chair, laughmg and 
wishing with all my heart that I could have a talk 
with Wetter 
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the conclusion that to be near me was his only object 
By a stableman’s chance remark, overheard as I was 
lookmg at my horses, I learnt of his presence on the 
morning of the day when Varvilliers was to arrive at 
Artenberg We were coming together agam, we three who 
had met last for pistol practice in the Garden Pavilion 
About two o’clock I went out alone and got into my 
canoe It was a beautiful day , no excuse was needed 
for a lounge on the water I paddled up and down 
leisurely, wondermg how soon the decoy would brmg my 
bird A quarter of an hour proved enough I saw him 
saunter down to the water’s edge He perceived me, 
lifted his soft hat, and bowed I shot across the space 
between, and brought the canoe up to the edge of the 
level lawn that bordered on the nver 

Why, what bnngs you here > ” I cned 
His lips curved in a smile, as he replaced his hat m 
obedience to a sign from me 

A passion for the Baroness, sire,” said he 
Ah, that’s only a virtuous pretence,” I laughed 
” You’ve a less creditable motive ^ ” 

" Why, possibly , but who tells his less creditable 
motives ^ ” 

I looked at him curiously and attentively He had 
grown older, the hair by his ears was gray, and life 
had ploughed furrows on his face 
'' Well,” said I, a man might do even that who talks 
romance to the Chamber ” 

He gave a short laugh as he ht his cigarette 
1 Your Majesty has done me the honour of readmg 
what I said ? 

I am told that 1 suggested it So runs the gossip 
m towp? doesn't it ? ’ 
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And your opinion on it ? ” 

I think I won’t expose myself to your fire again/’ 
said I It was careless last time , it would be down 
right folly now ” 

" Then we are to say no more about it ^ ” he asked 
gravely 

'' Not a word Tell me, how came you to know that 
Coralie loves her impresario ? You told Varvilhers so ” 

His lips twitched for a moment, but he answered, 
snulmg, — 

Because she has married him ” 

‘‘ I heard somethmg of ambition m the case, of her 
career demanding the sacrifice ” 

''A slander, sire, depend on it It is said in envy 
of her good fortune ” 

Come, come , you love the Baroness so much that 
you must have all the world in love ” 

Indeed I can thmk of nobody more in love than 
lam” 

Thmk of me, Wetter ” 

“ As though Your Majesty could ever be absent from 
my thoughts,” said he with a bow, a wave of his cigarette, 
and a smile 

I laughed outright m sheer enj03nnent of hiS sword 
play 

'*And smce we parted where have you been?” I 
asked 

** I have walked through hell, m such company as the 
place afforded,” he answered, with a shrug that spoke 
fil for hell’s resources 

And you’ve come out the other side ^ ” 

Is there another side ? ” 

“ Then you’re still there ? ” 
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*^Upon my word 1 don't know It's so like other 
places — except that I picked up money there " 

“ I heard that " 

** My resurrection made it obvious " 

A silence fell on both of us , then our eyes met, and 
he smiled kindly 

I knew you meant the speech for me," I said 

was not entitled to congratulate you offi 

cially" 

‘'You have raised a mountam of misconception about 
me m Forstadt," I complained 
" A mountain top is a suitable regal seat and perhaps 
the only safe one " 

“ Won’t you speak plainly to me > ” 

" Yes, if it's your pleasure " 

'' I have least of it of any pleasure m the world ” 
‘‘Well, then, the Countess von Sempach grows no 
younger " 

" No^" 

“ And Coralie Mansoni has married her impresario ” 

"I know It" 

" And mv hair is gray, and your eyes are open ” 

We both laughed and fell again to smokmg in silence 
At last I spoke 

" Her hair is golden and her eyes are shut," said I 
" Why did you try to open them > ” 

“ Wasn't it to look on a fine sight > " 

" But you knew that the sight wasn't there " 

"She looked >" 

" For an mstant Then they turned her head the 
other way " 

" It was pure devilry m me You should have seen 
the Chafhber » Good God » Bederhof, now ’ " 
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His eyes twinkled merrily, and my laugh answered 
their mirth 

One can always laugh,” said I with a shrug 
It was mvented for the world before the Fall and 
they forgot to take it away afterwards/’ he said ‘‘ But 
you > You take thmgs seriously > ” 

What I have to do, yes ” 

But what you have to feel ^ ” 

** In truth I am not even there a consistent laugher ” 

** Nor I, or we shouldn’t talk so much about it Look 
at Varvilliers Does he laugh on a theory ? ” 

“ He’s coming to Artenberg to day There at least 
he’ll laugh without any effort Are you staying here 
long ? ” 

“ No, sire One scene of despair, and I depart ” 

I should like to see you oftener ” 

‘‘ Why not ^ You are finally, and I for the time, 
respectable Why not, while my money lasts ^ ” 

“ I have money of yours ” 

'' You have more than money of mine ” 

He looked me m the face and held out his hand I 
grasped it firmly 

Are you making a fool of this Baroness > ” I asked 
Don’t be afraid She’s making one of me She is 
very happy and content I am bom to make women 
happy ” 

I laughed agam He was whimsically resigned to 
his temperament, but the mischief had not touched his 
bram Then the Baroness’s hold on him was not hke 
Coralie Mansoni’s , he would fight no duel for her He 
would only make a fool of the greatest man an Forstadt 
That feat was always so easy to hiin 
“ Well,” he said, I must return to Qiy miserj^” 
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** And I to my happiness,” said I But you’ll come 
to Artenberg?” 

” It’s Princess Heinrich’s hQuse,” he objected with a 
smile 

For the time, yes Then come to me at Forstadt ” 

” Yes , unless I have disappeared again ” 

He put his hand on the bows of my canoe and thrust 
me out mto the stieam Then he stood baring his head 
and crumpling up the soft hat m his fist I noticed 
now that his hair was gray all over his head He 
resumed his hat, put his hands m his pockets, and waited 
without moving till I turned my back to him Having 
reached the opposite bank, I looked round He was 
there still I waved my hand to him, he returned the 
signal Then we both began to climb the hill — to 
Artenberg, he to Waldenweiter , he to his misery, I to 
my happiness And — ^which is better, who knows > At 
any rate the Baroness was pleased 
I mounted through the woods slowly, although I had 
been detamed longer than I expected, and was already 
too late to greet Varvilliers on his arrival As I came 
near the terrace I heard the rmg of merry voices The 
ladies and gentlemen of the household were all there, 
making a brave and gay group In the centre I saw 
my family and Elsa Varvilhers himself was standmg 
by Princess Heinrich’s side, talkmg fast and with great 
animation Bursts of glad laughter marked his pomts 
There was not a hint of care nor a touch of bitterness 
Here was no laughing on a theory, as Wetter called it, 
but a sample enjoyment, a whole hearted acceptance of 
the world’s good hours Were they not nearer truths 
Were they not, at least, nearer wisdom^ A reaction 
came on me in a sudden moment a new resolve 
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entered ijfiy head , again VarviUiers roused the impulse 
that he had power to rouse in me I would make trial 
of this mode of living and test this colour of mmd I 
had been thinkmg about hfe when I might have been 
exultmg m it I ran forward to the group, and, as 
they parted to let me through, I came quicHy to Var 
vdhers with outstretched hands He seemed to me a 
good genius Even my mother looked smilmg and happy 
The faces of the rest were ahght with gaiety Victoria 
was m the full tide of a happy laugh, and did not an 
terrupt it on account of my arrival Elsa’s lips were 
parted in a smile that was eager and wondering Her 
eyes sparkled , she clasped her hands and nodded to me 
in a dehcious surprised merriment I caught VarviUiers 
by the arm and made him sit by me A cry arose that 
he should repeat the last story for the King’s benefit 
He comphed at once, and launched on some charmmg 
absurdity Renewed applause greeted the story’s pomt 
A rivalry arose who should cap it with a better The 
contact of brams struck sparks Every man was wittier 
than his wont , every woman more radiant What the 
plague had I and Wetter been grumblmg and snarhrg 
at down there on the river > 

The impulse lasted the evenmg out After dinner we 
feU to dancing m the long room that faced the gardens 
My mother and the Duchess retired early, but the rest 
of us set the hours at defiance and reveUed far on into 
the night It was as though a new spirit had come to 
Artenberg, the very servants wore broad grins as they 
bustled about, seeming to declare that here at last was 
something like what a youthful king’s court should be 
Wilham Adolphus was boisterous, Wictoria forgot that 
ahe was learned and a patroness of thS arts, Elsa threw 
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herself into the fun with the 2?est and abandonment of 
a child I vied with Varvilliers himself, seekmg to wrest 
from him the title of master of the revels He could not 
stand against me A madman may be stronger than 
the finest athlete No native temper could vie with my 
foreign mood 

Suddenly I knew that I could do to night what I had 
vainly tried to do , that to night, for to night at least, 
I felt somethmg of what I desired to feel The blood 
ran free m my vems, if I did not love her, yet I loved 
love, and for love's sake would love Elsa If to night 
the barrier between us could be broken down, it need 
never rise again , the vision, so impossible a few hours 
before, seemed now a famt reflection of what must soon 
be reahty I looked round for her, but I could not see 
her I started to walk across the room, threading my 
way through the merry company, who danced no longer, 
but stood about m groups, bandy mg chaff and comph- 
ments Engrossed with one another they hardly re- 
membered to give me passage Presently I came on 
William Adolphus makmg himself very agreeable to 
one of his wife's ladies 

Have you seen Elsa? " I asked him 
What ’ you've remembered your duty at last, have 
you ? " he cried, with a burst of laughter 

** No , I beheve I’ve forgotten it at last,” I answered 

Where is she ? ” 

“ I saw her with Varvilhers on the steps outside the 
window ” 

I turned m the direction which he mdicated, and 
stepped out through the open wmdow Day was 
dawning, I could make out the gray shape of Walden- 
weiter** Was tSe scene of despair played there yet? 
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I gave but a passing thought to old Wetter, his mad 
domgs, and wry reflections I was hot on another 
matter, and, raismg my voice, I called, Varvilhers » 
Where are you, VarviUiers ? ” 

I am not Varvilhers, but here I am,” came m answer 
from across the terrace 

Wetter * ” I whispered, runnmg down the steps 
and over to where he stood What brmgs you 
here>” 

I couldn’t sleep I saw your hghts and I rowed 
across I’ve been here for an hour ” 

You should have come m ” 

** No I have been very well here, m the frmge of 
the trees ” 

** You have had your scenes ” 

“ No, he would not sleep after dinner Early to 
morrow » And then I go Enough of that I have 
seen your Princess ” 

“ You have ^ Wetter, I am in love with her Tell 
me where she went She has suddenly become all that 
I want I have suddenly become all that I ought to be. 
Tell me where she is. Wetter ^ ” 

** It IS not your Prmcess, it is the dance, the wme, 
the night ” 

“ By God, I don’t care what it is ” 

Well, then, she’s with Varvilliers, at the end of the 
terrace, I imagine, for they passed by here as I lay m 
my hole watching ” 

‘‘ But he would have heard my cry ” 

It depends upon what other sounds were in his ears 
They seemed very happy together ” 

I saw that he rallied me I smiled, answenng, — 

** I’m not in the mood for another due? ” 



THE KING’S MIRROR 269 

He shrugged his shoulders, and then caught me by 
the hand 

“ Come, let’s slink along,” he said “ We may get 
a sight of them ” 

” I can’t do that ” 

“ No^ Perhaps you can’t Walk up to them, send 
him away, and make your love to her I'll wait for 
you here You’ll like to see me before the night's 
out” 

I looked at him for a moment 

“ Shall I hke to see you^* ” I asked 

“ Yes,” he answered “ The ohve after the sweets ” 

He laughed, not bitterly, I thought, but raefuUy 
“ So be it,” I said “ Stay here ” 

I started off, but he had laid a cold hand on my heart 
I was to want him, then I should be no lover, for a 
lover wants but one Yet I nerved myself and cned 
agam loudly, “ Varvillieis ' ” This time I was answered 
I saw him and Elsa conung towards me, his voice 
sounded merry and careless as he shouted, " Here I am, 
sire ” A moment later they stood before me No, there 
was no ground for Wetter's hmt, and could be none 
Both were merely happy and gay, both utterly unem 
barrassed 

“ Somebody wants you mside, Varvilhers,” said I 
with a nod 

rHe laughed, bowed gracefully to Elsa, and ran ofi 
He took his dismissal without a sign of grudge I 
turned to her ' 

” Oh dear,” she said with a little yawn, " I’m tired 
It must be very late ” 

I caught her by bSth hands 

“Late'” I cAed “Not too late, Elsa'” I bent 
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down and kissed both her hands ‘‘ Why did you run 
away ^ I asked 

I didn’t know you wanted me,” she said in a sort of 
wonder 

I looked full m her eyes, and I knew that there was 
m mine the look that declares love and asks for it If 
her eyes answered, the vision might be reality I pressed 
her hands hard She gave a httle cry, the sparkle 
vanished from her eyes, and their lids diooped Yet a 
little colour came m her cheeks, and the gray dawn 
showed it me I hailed it with eagerness and with 
misgiving I thought of Wetter waiting there among 
the trees, waiting till the moment when I wanted him 
” Do you love me, Elsa ? ” I asked 
The colour deepened on her cheeks I waited to see 
whether her eyes would rise agam to mine , they re 
mained immovable 

You know Tm very fond of you,” she murmured 
” But do you love me ^ ” 

'' Yes, of course I love you Please let my hands go, 
Augustin ” 

If Wetter were hstenmg, he must have smiled at the 
peal of laughter that rang out from me over the terrace 
I could not help it Elsa started violently as I loosed 
her hands, now she looked up at me with frightened 
eyes that swam in tears Her lips moved , she tried to 
speak to me I was full of brutal things, and had a 
horrible longmg to say them to her There was a 
specious justice m them veneermg their cruelty, I am 
glad to say that I gave utterance to none of them We 
were both m the affair, and he is a poor sort of villain 
who comforts himself by abusmg his^'accomplice 

You're tired > ” I asked gently 
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Very But it has been dehghtful M de Var- 
vilhers has been so kind ” 

‘‘ He’s a dehghtful fellow, YarviUiers Come, let me 
take you in, and we’ll send these madcaps to bed ” 

She put her hand on my arm m a friendly trustful 
fashion, and I found her eyes fixed on mine with a 
pu2;zled regretful look We walked most of the way 
along the terrace before she spoke 
“ You’re not angry with me, Augustin > ” 

Good heavens, no, my dear,” said I 
I’m very fond of you,” she said again as we reached 
the wmdow 

At last they were ready for bed — all save myself I 
watched them as they trooped away, Elsa on Victoria’s 
arm VarviUiers came up to me, smding in the intervals 
that he snatched from a series of yawns 

A splendid evenmg * ” he said ‘'You surpassed 
yourself, sire ” 

“ I beheve I did,” said I “ Go to bed, my friend ” 

“ And you?” 

“ Presently I’m not sleepy yet ” 

“ Marvellous » ” said he, with a last laugh and a last 
yawn 

For a few moments I stood alone in the room There 
were no servants about , they had given up waitmg for 
us, and the lights were to burn at Artenberg tiE the 
hour of rising I ht a cigarette and went out on the 
terrace again I had no doubt that Wetter would keep 
his tryst I was right , he was there 
“ Well, how did you speeds ” he asked with a snule 
“ Marvellously well,” said I 

He took hold of ’the lapels of my coat and looked at 
me curiously 
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Your love scene was short,” he said 
” Perhaps It was long enough ” 

“ To do what ^ ” 

” To define the situation ” 

' Did it need definition > ” 

'' I thought so half an hour ago ” 

Ah, well, the evening has been a strange one, hasn’t 
It?” 

” Let’s walk down to the river through the woods,” 
said I ** I’ll put you across to Waldenweiter ” 

He acquiesced, and I put my arm through his Pres 
ently he said in a low voice, — 

** The dance, the wme, the night ” 

Yes, yes, I know,” I cried My God, I knew even 
when I spoke to her She saw that a brute asked her, 
not a man ” 

** Perhaps, perhaps not , they don’t see everythmg 
She shrank from you ? ” 

** The tears were very ready ” 

“ Ah, those tears * Heavens, why have we no such 
appeals ? What matter, though? You don’t love her ” 
Do you want me to call myself a brute agam ? 
Wetter, any other girl would have been free to teU 
me that I was a brute ” 

Why, no No man is free even to tell you that 
you’re a fool, sire The divinity hedges you ” 

I laughed shortly and bitterly What he said was 
true enough 

There is, however, nothing to prevent you from 
seemg these things for yourself, just as though you 
were one of the rest of us,” he pursued “ Ah, here’s 
river You’ll row me across ? ” 

Yes Get into the boat there ” 
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We got in, and I pulled out mto mid stream It was 
almost daylight now, but there was still a grayness in 
the atmosphere that exactly matched the tmt of Wetter's 
face Noticing this suddenly I pomted it out to him, 
laughing violently 

“ You are Lucifer, Son of the Mornmg,” I cried 
How art thou fallen from heaven, 0 Lucifer, Son of 
the Morning ’ ” 

I wouldn’t care for that if I had the trick of falling 
soft,” said he “ Learn it, 0 Bang, learn it^ On what 
padded bed falls William Adolphus ^ ” 

My laugh broke again through the morning loud and 
harsh Then I laid myself to the oars, and we shot 
across to the bank of Waldenweiter He shook my 
hand and sprang out lightly 

** I must change my clothes and have my scene, and 
then to Forstadt ” said he Good day to you, sire 
Yet remember the lesson of the morahst Learn to 
fall soft, learn to fall soft” With a smile he turned 
away, and again I watched him mount the slope of 
Waldenweiter 

In such manner, on that night at Artenberg, did I, 
having no wmgs to soar to heaven and no key where 
with to open the door of it, make to myself, out of 
dance, wine, night, and what not, a ladder, mount there 
by, and twist the door handle But the door was locked, 
the ladder broke, and I fell headlong Nor do I doubt 
that many men are my masters m that art of falling soft 
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The next morning all Artenberg had the air of being 
rather ashamed of itself Styrian traditions had been 
set at naught Prmcess flemrich considered that the 
limits of becoming mirth had been overstepped , the 
imes of her mouth had their most downward set Nothing 
was said, because the King had led the dance, but dis 
grace was m the atmosphere We had all fallen from 
heaven — one may mean many things by heaven — and 
landed with more or less severity, according to the 
resources of paddmg with which nature furnished us 
To Varvilliers’s case, indeed, the metaphor is inadequate, 
he had a parachute, sailed to earth gaily with never a 
bruise, and was ready to mount agam had any of us 
offered to bear him company His invitation, given 
with a heartiness that mocked his bidden companions, 
found no acceptance We were all for our own planet 
in the mornmg It was abundantly clear that revels 
must be the exception at Artenberg Victoria was^ 
earnestly of this opmion In the first place, the physi 
cal condition of WiUiam Adolphus was deplorable , he 
leered rueful rogmshness out of bihous eyes, and Vic 
tona could not endure the sight of him , secondly, she 
was sure that I had said something — ^Chat she did not 



THE king’s mirror 2/5 

know, but something — to Elsa, for Elsa had been found 
crying over her cofee m bed m the morning 

“ And every word you say to her now is of such su- 
preme importance,” Victoria observed, standing over 
my writing table 

I took my cigarette out of my mouth and answered 
perversely enough, but with an eye to truth all the 
same 

Nothmg that I say to her now is of the very least 
importance, Victoria ” 

‘‘ What do you mean ^ ” she cried 
Much what you do,” I rejoined, and fell to smoking 
agam 

Victoria began to walk about the room I endured 
patiently My eyes were fixed on Waldenweiter I 
wondered idly whether the scene of despair had been 
enacted yet 

It’s not the smallest good making ourselves un- 
happy about it,” Victona announced, just as she was 
on the turn at the other end of the room 
“ Not the smallest,” I agreed 
‘‘ It’s much too late ” 

** A great deal too late ” 

Victoria darted down and kissed my cheek 
After all, she ought to think herself very lucky,” she 
decided I’m sure everybody else considers her so ” 
Under such circumstances,” said I, it’s sheer per 
versity m her to have her own feelings on the matter ” 

“ But you said somethmg that upset her last night,” 
remarked my sister, with a return to the point which 
I hoped she had lost sight of This time I lowered my 
guard m surrender * 

Certainly 5 tried to make love to her,” said I 
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“ There, yon see * ’’ she cried reproachfully Her 
censure of the irrelevant intrusion of such a subject 
was eloquent and severe 

It was all Wetter’s fault,” I remarked, sighing 
” Good gracious, what’s it got to do with Wetter ^ I 
hate the man” As she spoke her eyes fell on a box 
which stood on my wntmg table “ What’s that ^ ” she 
asked 

Diamonds,” I answered “ The necklace for Elsa ” 

** You bought the big one you spoke of ? 0 Au 

gustm, how fortunate * ” 

I looked up at Victoria and smiled 
My dear Victoria,” said I, “ it is the finger of Provi 
dence I’ll present them to Jier after luncheon ” 

Yes, do , and mmd you don’t upset her again ” 

Alas, I had no desire to upset ” her again The fit 
had passed , my only relations towards it were those of 
an astonished spectator or a baffled analyst It was 
part of the same mood that had converted Artenberg 
into a hall of revelry — of most unwonted revelry But 
to day, with Princess Hemrich frownmg, heaven at a 
discount, and everybody rather ashamed of themselves, 
was it hkely that I should desire to upset her again? 
The absence of an\ such wish, combined with the provi 
dential diamonds, would, it might reasonably be hoped, 
restore tranquillity to Elsa Victoria was quite of this 
optimistic opinion 

Our mterview was mterrupted by the arrival of Beder 
hof, who came to take my final commands with regard 
to the marriage arrangements The whole programme 
was drawn out neatly on a sort of chart (minus the 
iwscfes md shoals, of course} The Duchess and her 
da^^ter were to stay at Artenberg f<^ another-' we^fcj 
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it would then be the end of August On the ist of 
September they would reach home, remain there till the 
ist of October, when they an 4 the Duke would set out 
for Forstadt They were to make their formal entry 
on the 4th, and on the 12th (a week being allowed for 
repose, festivities, and preparations) the marriage would 
be solemnized In the evenmg of that day Elsa and I 
were to come back to Artenberg to pass the first days 
of our married hfe 

I hope Your Majesty approves > ” said Bederhof 

Perfectly,” said I '' Let us go and find the Prmcess 
Hers must be the decisive word ” And with my pro- 
gramme in one hand and my diamonds in the other I 
repaired to the Duchess’s room, Bederhof foUowmg m 
high contentment 

I imagme that there must have been a depression m 
my looks, involuntary but reassuring It is certam that 
Elsa received me with more composure than I had 
ventured to hope She studied Bederhof’s chart with 
grave attention , she and her mother put many questions 
as to the ceremonial , there was no doubt that Elsa was 
very much interested in the matter Presently my 
mother came m , the privy council round Bederhof 
grew more engrossed The Chancellor was dehghted , 
one could almost see the flags and hear the cannon as 
his descriptive penods rolled out Prmcess Hemnch sat 
listening with a rather bitter smile, but she did not cut 
him short I leant over the back of her chair Once or 
twice Elsa glanced at me, timidly but by no means 
uncheerfully Behind the cover of the chair-back I 
unfastened my box and got out my necklace Then 
I waited for Elsa’^ next look It seemed entirely m 
keeping with th^ occasion that I, as well as Bederhof, 
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should have my present for her, my ornament, my 
toy 

“ Their Majesties’ carnage will be drawn by four gray 
horses," said Bederhof The good Duchess laughed, laid 
her hand on Elsa’s, and whispered, "Their Majesties?" 
Elsa blushed, laughed, and agam glanced at me My 
moment had come I held up my toy 
"Their Majesties will be dressed in their very best 
clothes," said I, " with their hair nicely brushed, and 
perhaps one of them will be so charming as to wear 
a necklace " And I tossed the thing lightly over the 
chair back mto Elsa’s lap 

She caught it with a httle cry, looked at it for a mo 
ment, whispered in her mother’s ear, jumped up, andj 
blushmg still, ran round and kissed me 
" Oh, thank you," she cried 

I kissed her hand and her cheek My mother smiled— 
patiently, it seemed to me , the Duchess was tremulously 
radiant , Bederhof obviously benign It was a pretty 
group, with the pretty child and her pretty toy for the 
centre of it Suddenly I looked at my mother , she 
nodded ever so slightly , I was applauded and com 
manded to persevere 

Bederhof pursued his description He went through 
It aU , he rose to eloquence m describing our departure 
from Forstadt This scene ended, he seemed conscious 
of a bathos It was in a dull, rather apologetic tone that 
he concluded by remarking, — 

" Their Majesties will arrive at Artenberg at seven 
o’clock, and will partake of dinner " 

There appeared to be no desire to dwell on this some 
what mglonous conclusion to so eventful a day A 
touch of haste betrayed itself m myhiother’s manner 
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as she asked for the list of the guests , Elsa had dropped 
her necklace in her lap, and sat looking befoie her with 
an absent expression The names of distinguished 
visitors, however, offered a welcome diversion We 
were all in very good spirits again in a few mmutcs 
Presently the names bored Elsa , she jumped up^ ran to 
a mirror, and tried on her necklace The names bored 
me also, but I stood where I was Soon a glance from 
her summoned me, and I joined her The diamonds 
were round her neck, squeezed m above the high collar 
of her morning gown 

TheyTl look lovely m the evening," she said 
You'll have lots more given you," I assured her 
Do you think so ? " she asked, in gleefulness dashed 
with increduhty 

'' Scores," said I solemnly 

I am very grateful to you for — for everythmg," she 
said, almost m a whisper, with a soit of penitence that 
I understood well enough, and an obvious desire to 
show every proper feehng towards me 

** I delight to please you above all things now," I 
answered , but even to myself the words sounded cold 
and formal Yet they were true It was, above all 
things, my wish to persuade her that she was happy 
To this end I used eagerly the aid of the four {or was it 
six ?) gray horses, the necklace, and ** Their Majesties " 
In the next few days I was much with Elsa, but not 
much alone with her There was, of course, no want of 
ready company, but most of those who offered them 
selves merely mtensihed the constramt which their 
presence was expected to remove Even Victoria 
overdid her part rather, betraying an exaggerated fear 
of leavmg us to^ourselves Varvilliers's admirable tact, 
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his supreme apparent unconsciousness, and his never 
failing flow of gaiety, made him our ideal companion 
I missed m him that S5rmpathy with my sombre moods 
which bound me to Wetter, spirit to spirit , but for 
lighter hours, for hours that must be made light, he was 
incomparable With him Elsa bloomed mto merriment, 
and, being as it were midway between us, he seemed 
to me to bridge the gulf of mind and temperament that 
separated her from me Hour by hour she grew hap-^ 
pier, less timid, more her true self I took great comfort 
from this excellent state of things No doubt I must 
be careful not to upset her (as Victona said), but she 
was certainly gettmg used to me (as William Adolphus 
said) Moreover, I was getting used to her, to the obliga 
tions she expressed and to the renunciations she mvolved 
But I had no more wish to try to upset her 
It must be a familiar fact to many that we are very 
prone to mistake or confuse the sources of our pleasure 
and the causes of such contentment as we achieve We 
attribute to our surroundmgs m general what is due 
to one especial part of them , for the sake of one f eatuiia 
the landscape’s whole aspect seems pleasant , we rob 
Peter with intent to pay Paul, and then in the end give 
the money to somebody else It is not difficult to see 
how Elsa and I came to think that we got on bette 
with one another because we both got on so well with 
VarviUiers, that we were more comfortable together 
because he made us both comfortable, that we came 
nearer to understandmg each other because he under 
stood us so admirably We did not perceive even that 
he was the occasion of our improved relations, far less 
we realize that he was their cause and their essence, 
that it was to him I looked, to him sheTiooked, aM thm 
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while he was between there could be no rude direct 
contact of her eyes with mine, nor of nune with hers 
Onlookers see most of the game, they say , but here the 
onlookers were as blind as the players There was an 
air of congratulation at Artenberg , the King and his 
bride were drawing closer together The blindness was 
complete , Varvilhers himself shared it Of his absolute 
good faith and utter unconsciousness I, who doubt most 
thmgs, cannot doubt Had he been Wetter, I should 
have been alert for the wry smile and the lift of the 
brows , but he was his simple self — a perfect gentleman 
unspoilt by thought Such are entirely delightful , that 
they work infinite havoc with estabhshed relations be 
tween other people seems a small price to pay for the 
privilege which their existence confers upon the world 
My dear friend Varvilhers, for whom my heart is always 
warm, played the mischief with the relations between 
Elsa and myself, which we all (very whimsically) sup 
posed him to be improvmg 

It was a comparatively small although an mterest- 
mgly unusual thmg that I came to enjoy Elsa's society 
coupled with VarviUiers's, and not to care much about 
it taken alone , it was a more serious though far more 
ordmary turn of affairs that Elsa should come to be 
happy enough with me provided that Varvilhers were 
there to — ^shall I say to take the edge off me ? — but 
cared not a jot to meet me m his absence The latter 
circumstance is simply and conventionally explained 
(and, after all, these conventional expressions are no 
more arbitrary than the alphabet, which is admitted to 
be a useful means of commumcatmg our ideas) by saying 
Ihat Elsa was falhiig in love with Varvilhers My own 
state of mind wcJ^dd deserve analysis* but for a hauntmg 
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notion that no states of mind are worth such trouble 
Let us leave it , there it was It was impossible to say 
which of us would miss Varvilhers more He had 
become necessary to both of us The conclusion drawn 
by the way of this world is, of course, at once obvious , 
it followed pat from the premise We must both of us 
be deprived of him as soon as possible I am not con 
cemed to argue that the world is wrong , and the very 
best way to advance a paradox is to look as though yoti 
were utterly a platitude In this art the wittiest writer 
cuts a poor figure beside the laws of society 
The end of the week approached Elsa was to go, 
VarviUiers was to go So the arrangement stood Elsa 
was to return, about VarviUiers's return nothing had 
been said The bandage was still over the eyes of all of 
us , we had not perceived the need of setthng anything 
about him He was still as insignificant to us as he was 
to Princess Hemrich herself 
This bemg the state of the case, there enters to me 
one mornmg my good Cousm Elizabeth, tearfully radi 
ant and abundantly maternal The reason was soon 
declared Elsa had been found crying agam and won 
dermg vaguely what she was crymg about It was 
suggested to her that her grief was due to approaching 
departure Elsa embraced the idea at once It was 
pointed out that a month's absence from me was m 
volved, Elsa sighed deeply and dabbed her eyes 
Cousm Elizabeth dabbed hers as she told the story, 
then she caught me m her arms, kissed me, and said 
that her happiness was complete What was I to do > 
I was profoundly surprised, but any display of that 
emotion would have been inappropriate and ungracious 
I could appear only compassionate and fratified 
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Things do happen right sometimes, you see,"' pursued 
Cousin Elizabeth, triumphmg on this refutation of some 
little sneer of mine which she had contested the day 
before '' I knew you had come to care for her, and 
now she cares for you I never was indifferent to that 
side of it I always hoped , and now it really is so 
Kiss me, Augustin dear 

I kissed Cousin Eli;zabeth I was miles away in 
thought, lost in perplexed musmgs 

I comforted her, and told her that the time would 
soon pass, and that then she would have you all to her 
self, with no tiresome people to mterrupt But the poor 
darling still cried a little But one can't really grieve, 
can one? A httle sorrow means so much happiness 
later on, doesn't it ^ And though I couldn't comfort 
her, you'll be able to, I daresay What's a month " 

“ Nothmg," said I I was conscious of realizing that 
it was at all events very httle 

I shall expect to see her quite smilmg after she's 
had a little talk with you," was Cousin Elizabeth's part- 
ing speech It won from me a very reassurmg nod, and 
left me m mazes of bewilderment There was nothing 
in particular which I beheved, but I disbelieved one 
thmg very definitely It was that Elsa wept because 
she must be absent from me a month — a month dehght- 
fully busied with the makmg of four hundred frocks 
Impelled partly by duty but more by curiosity, I 
went in search of her Having failed to find her m 
the house or on the terrace, I descended mto the hang 
ing woods, and made for an arbour which she and I 
and VarviUiers had fallen into the habit of frequentmg 
A broad grass path ran up to the front of it, but, commg 
as I did, I approached it by a side ttack Elsa sat 
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on the seat, and Varvilliers stood before her He was 
talking , she leant forward listening, with her hands 
clasped m her lap and her eyes fixed on his face Neither 
perceived me I walked briskly towards them without 
loitermg or spying but I did not call out Varvilhers’s 
talk was light, if it might be judged by his occasional 
laughs When I was ten yards off I called, Hallo, 
here you are I He turned with a httle start but an 
easy smile Elsa flushed red I had not yet appre 
hended the truth, although now the idea was dimly 
m my mmd I sat down by Elsa, and we talked — of 
what I have forgotten, I think, m part, of William 
Adolphus, I laughing at my brother in law, Varvilhers 
feignmg to defend him with good humoured irony It 
did not matter of what we talked For me there was 
significance in nothing save m Elsa’s eyes They were 
all for Varvilhers, for him sparkled, for him clouded, for 
him wondered, laughed, applauded, lived Presently I 
dropped out of the conversation and sat silent, facmg 
this new thing It was not bitter to me , my mood of 
desire had gone too utterly There was no pang of 
defeated rivalry But I knew why Elsa had cned, who 
had power to brmg, and who also power to dry, her 
tears 

Suddenly I saw, or seemed to see, a strange and 
unusual restraint in Varvilliers’s manner He missed 
the thread of a story, stumbled grew dull, and lost his 
animation He seemed to talk now for duty, not for 
pleasure, as a man who covers an awkward moment 
rather than employs to the full a happy opportunity 
Then his glance rested for an instant on mv face I do 
not know what or how much my face told him, ^ but I 
did not look at film unkindly 
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'' I must go, if I may,” he said, addressing me I 
promised to ride with Vohrenlorf, and the time is 
past ” 

He bowed to Elsa and to me 
We shall see you this afternoon > ” she asked 
He bowed again in acquiescence, but with an air of 
discomfort Elsa looked at him, and from him to me 
She flushed agam, opened her hps, but did not speak 
Then she bent her head down, and the blush spread 
from neck to forehead 

“ Go, my dear friend, go,” said I 
He looked at me as though he would have spoken, 
almost as though he would have protested or excused 
himself, inadmissible as such a thing plainly was I 
smiled at him, but waved my hand to dismiss him He 
turned and walked quickly away along the broad grass 
path I watched him till he was out of sight All the 
while I was conscious of an utter motionlessness m Elsa’s 
figure beside me 

We must have sat there a long while m that unbroken 
eloquent silence, hardly moving, never looking at one 
another For her I was full of grief A wa5rward thmg 
it was indeed of fate to fashion out of Varvilhers’s pleas 
ant friendship this new weapon of attack She had been 
on the way to contentment — at least to resignation — 
but was now thrust back And she was ashamed 
Poor child * Why, m Heaven’s name, should she he 
ashamed ^ Should she not better have been ashamed 
of a fancy so ill directed as to hght on me when Var 
vdhers was by ? For myself I seemed to see rising 
before me the need for a new deception, a hoodwinking of 
aH the world, a secfet that none must know or suspect, 
that she and I rathst have between us for our own The 
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thing might pass She was young Very hkely, btit 
It would not pass m time There were the frocks Ah, 
but the wardrobe that Jhalf hid me would not suffice 
to obscure VarviUiers Or would it ^ I smiled for an 
mstant Instead of hidmg behmd the wardrobe, I saw 
myself becommg part of it, blendmg with it Should I 
take rank as the four hundred and first frock > Will 
mgly give thyself up to Clotho, allowmg her to spin 
thy thread mto whatever thmgs she pleases " Even 
mto a frockj 0 Emperor ? Goes the philosophy as far 
as that ? 

At last I turned to her and laid my hand gently on 
her clasped hands 

Come, my dear," said I , “we must be going back 
TheyTl all be lookmg for us We're too important 
people to be allowed to hide ourselves " 

As I spoke I jumped to my feet, holdmg out my 
hand to help her to rise She looked up at me in an 
oddly pathetic way I was afraid that she was gomg 
to speak of the matter, and there was nothmg to be 
gamed by speakmg of it “ Give me your hand," I said 
with a smile, and she obeyed The pleading m her 
eyes persisted As she stood up, I kissed her lightly 
on the forehead Then we walked away together 

That afternoon I was summoned to Prmcess Hem 
nch's room to drink tea with her and the Duchess 
Cousm Elizabeth was still exuberant , it seemed to me 
that a cold watchfulness governed my mother's mood 
Relations between my mother and myself have not 
always been cordial , but I have never failed to perceive 
and respect m her a fine inner sincerity, an aptitude for 
truth, and a resolute facmg of fects While Cousm 
Elizabeth talked the Pnncess sat smilmg with her usual 
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faint smile , it never showed the least mchnation to 
become a laugh She acquiesced pohtely m the rose 
coloured description of Elsa’s feelmgs and affections 
She had perception enough to know that the picture 
could not be true Presently I took the hberty of 
informmg her by a glance that I was not a partner 
m the delusion She showed no surprise , but the 
fruit of my act was that she detamed me by a gesture, 
after Cousm Eh2?abeth had taken her leave For a few 
moments she sat silent, then she remarked, — 

The Duchess is a very kmd woman, very anxious to 
make everybody happy 
Yes,” said I carelessly 

“ But it must be m her own way She is romantic 
She thmks everybody else must be the same You and 
I know, Augustin, that thmgs of that kind occupy a 
very small part of a man’s hfe My sex deludes itself 
And when a man occupies the position you do, it’s 
absurd to suppose that he pays much attention to 
them ” 

“ No doubt Cousm Elizabeth exaggerates,” said I, 
standmg in a respectful attitude before my mother 

“ Well, I daresay you remember the time when Victoria 
was a girl ^ You recollect her folly ^ But you and I 
were firm— you behaved very well then, Augustm— 
and the result is that she is most suitably and most 
happily married ” 

I bowed I did not think that any agreement of 
mine could be worthy of the magnificent boldness of 
Princess Heinrich’s statement 

Girls are silly , they pass through a silly time,” she 
pursued, smiling 

A sudden remembrance shot across me 
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“ It doesn’t do to take any notice of such things/ 
said I gravely 

Happily, perhaps, Princess Heinrich was not awake 
to the fact that she herself was being quoted to herself 

“ I’m glad to hear you say so,” she said You have 
your work to do Don’t waste your time in thinking of 
girls’ megrims, or of their mothers’ nonsense 

I left her presence with a strong sense that Providence 
had erred in not making her a samt, a king, or anything 
else that demands a resolute repression of human in 
firmities Some people are content to triumph over 
their own weaknesses , my mother had an eye also 
for the frailty of others 

She made no reference at all to Varvilliers There 
was always something to be learnt from Princess Hem 
rich From early youth I was inured to a certain degree 
of pamfulness m the lesson 

Willingly give thyself up to Clotho ” My mother 
was more than willing She was proud , and, if I may 
be allowed to vary the metaphor, she embarked on the 
ship of destmy with a family ticket 



CHAPTER XXIII 


A PARADOX OF SENSIBILITY 

To many the picture presented by my hfe might seem 
that of a man who detects the trap and yet walks into 
it, sinks under burdens that he might cast aside, groans 
at chams that he could break, and wiU not leave the 
prison although the door key is ui his pocket Such an 
impression my record may well give, unless it be under 
stood that what came upon me was not an impossibihty 
of movement, but a paralysis of the will to move In 
this there is nothmg pecuhar to one placed as I was 
Most men could escape fiom what irks, confines, or 
burdens them at the cost of effacmg their past hves, 
breakmg the continuity of existence, cuttmg the cord 
that binds together, m a sequence of circumstances and 
mcidents, youth, and matunty, and age But who can 
do the thmg ^ One man in a thousand, and he generally 
a scoundrel 

Our guests returned to Bartenstein, the Duchess still 
ladiant and maternal, Elsa mfinitely kind, infinitely 
apologetic, a httle tearful, never for an mstant waver* 
mg in her acceptance of the future Varvilliers took 
leave of me with great fnendhness , there was m his air 
just now a hint of amusement most decorously sup 
pressed , he was ^harmmgly unconscious of any possible 

10 
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seriousness m the position My mother went to visit 
Styxian relatives Victoria and William Adolphus had 
taken a villa by the seaside I was quite alone at 
Artenberg, save for my faithful Vohrenlorf And 
Vohrenlorf was bored to death That will not appear 
strange , to me it seemed enviable A prisoner under 
sentence probably discerns much that is attractive even 
m the restncted hfe of his gaoler 

In a day or two there came upon me a persistent rest 
lessness, and with it constant thoughts of Wetter I 
wondered where he was and what he did , I longed to 
share the tempestuousness of his life and thoughts He 
brought with him other remembrances, of the passions 
and the events that we two had, m friendship or hostility, 
witnessed together They had seemed, all of them, far 
behind in the past, belonging to the days when, as old 
Vohrenlorf had told me, I had still six years Now I 
had only a month , but the images were with me, im 
portunate and pleadmg I was asking whether I could 
not even now save something out of hfe 
Three days later found me established m a hotel in 
the Place Venddme at Pans, Vohrenlorf my only com 
panion I was m strictest tncogmto , Baron de Neber 
hausen was my name But in Pans in August my 
incogmto was Almost a superfluity for me, although a 
convenience to others It was veiy hot , I did not care 
The town was absolutely empty Not for me » Here is 
my secret Wetter was m Pans I had seen it stated 
in the newspaper What brought the man of moods to 
Pans m August ^ I could answer the question m one 
way only the woman of his mood I did not care 
about her , I wanted to see him and hear again from his 
own hps what he thought of the uni9erse, of my part 
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and his in it and of the ways of the Power that ruled 
it In a month I should be on my honeymoon with 
Cousin Elsa I fought despepately agamst the finality 
implied m that 

On the second evening I gave Vohrenlorf the shp, and 
went out on the Boulevards alone In great aties 
nobody is known, I enjoyed the luxuiy of bemg 
Ignored I might pass for a student, a chemist at a 
pinch, perhaps for a poet of a reflective type My 
natural manner would seem no more than a touch of 
youth’s pardonable arrogance I sat down and had 
some coffee It was half past ten and the pavements 
were fuU I bought a paper and read a paragraph 
about Elsa and myself Elsa and myself both seemed 
rather a long way off It was delicious to make beheve 
that this here and this now were reality — ^the kingship, 
Elsa, the wedding and the rest, some story or poem 
that I, the student, had been makmg labonously before 
working hours ended and I was free to seek the Boule- 
vards I was pleased when a pretty girl, passmg by, 
stared hard at me and seemed to like my looks This 
tribute was my own , she was not staring at the Kmg 

Satisfaction, not surpnse, filled me when, m about 
twenty mmutes, I saw Wetter coming towards the cafi 
I had taken a table far back from the street, and he did 
not see me The glarmg gaslight gave him a deeper 
paleness and cut the Imes of his face to a sharper edge 
He was talkmg with great animation, his hands movmg 
constantly m eager gesture I was within an ace of 
sprmgmg forward to greet him — ^so my heart went out 
fto him — ^but the sight of his compamon restrained me, 
and I sat chuckling and wondermg m my comer There 
they were large as life, true to Varvilliers’s description — 
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the big stomach and the locket that a hyperbole, so in 
evitable as to outstiip mere truth m fidelity, had called 
bigger Besides there were the whiskers, the heavy 
jowl, the infinite fatness of the man — a fatness not of 
mere flesh only, but of manner, of air, of thought, of 
soul There was no room for doubt or question This 
was Corahe's impresario Coralie's career, her duty, her 
destiny — m a word, everything to Coralie that poor 
little Cousm Elsa was to me Nay, your pardon that 
I was to Cousin Elsa I put my cigar back in my mouth 
and smoked gravely , it seemed improper to laugh 
The two men sat down at an outer table Wetter 
was silent now, and Stiuboff (I remembered suddenly 
that I had seen Coralie described as Madame Mansoni 
Struboff) was talkmg I could almost see the words 
treadmg from his thick hps What in Heaven's name 
made him Wetter's companion > What in Heaven's 
name made me such a fool as to ask the question ^ 
Men like Strubofl can have but one merit, and to be 
fair, but one serious cnme It is the same , they are 
the husbands of their wives 

I could contam myself no longer I rose and walked 
forward I laid my hand on Wetter's shoulder, saying, — 
'*My dear friend, have you forgotten me — ^Baron de 
Neberhausen > " 

He looked up with a start, but when he saw me his 
ayes softened He clasped my hand 
Neberhausen ^ ” he said 
“ Yes , we met m Forstadt " 

“ To be sure," he laughed “ May I present my friend 
to you > M le Baron de Neberhausen, M Struboff ^ 
You will know Strubofl's name He^ives us the best 
operas m the world, and the best smging " 
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'' M Struboff’s fame has reached me/’ said I, sitting 
down 

Evidently Struboff did not know me , he received the 
introduction without any show of deference I was 
dehghted I should have seen httle of the true man 
had he been aware from the fiist who I was Things 
bemg as they were, I could flatter him, and he had no 
motive for flattering me A mere baron had no effect 
on him He resumed the interrupted conversation , he 
was telling Wetter how he could make money out of 
music, and then more music out of the money, then 
more money out of the music, and so on, in an endless 
cham of music and money, money and music, money, 
music, money Wetter sat lookmg at him with a smile 
of malicious mockery 

Happy man ^ ” he cned suddenly You love only 
two things m the world, and you’ve married both * ” 
Struboff pulled his whisker meditatively 
‘‘ Yes, I have done well,” he said, and drained his 
glass But hasn’t Coralie done well too ^ Where 
would she have been but for me ^ ” 

Indeed, my dear Struboff, there’s no telhng, but I 
suppose in the arms of somebody else ” 

'' Your own, for example ” growled the husband 
Observe the usual reticences,” said Wetter with a 
laugh — My dear Baron, Struboff mocks my misery by a 
pretended 3 ealousy Y ou can reassure him Did Madame 
Monsoni ever favour me ? ” 

I can speak only of what I know,” I answered, smil 
mg , she never favoured you before me ” 

He caught the ambiguity of my words and laughed 
again Struboff turned towards me with a stare 
You also knew my wife ? ” he asked 
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“ I had the honour,” said I ‘'In Forstadt ” 

“ In Forstadt f Do you know the Kjng ^ 

“ Not so well as I could wish,” I answered “ About 
as well as I know Wetter here ” 

“ That’s admirably well,” cried Wetter — “ well enough 
not to trust me ” 

The fat man looked from one to the other of us in an 
obtuse suspicion of our hilanty 

“ The King admired my wife’s talents,” said he “ We 
mtend to visit Forstadt next year ” 

“Do you^” said I, and Wetter’s peal broke out 
again 

“ The Kmg will find my wife’s talent much mcreased 
by trammg,” pursued Struboff 

“ Damn your wife’s talent,” said Wetter quite sud 
denly “ You talk as much about it as she does of 
your beauty ” 

“ I hope Madame is well ^ ” I interposed quickly and 
suavely, for Struboff had grown very red, and gave 
signs of temper Wetter did not allow him to answer 
He sprang to his feet and dragged Struboff up by the 
arm 

“ Take his other arm,” he cned to me “ Bring him 
along Come, come, we’ll all go and see how Madame is^ ” 
“ It’s nearly eleven,” remonstrated Struboff sourly 
“ I want to go to bed ” 

“ You > You go to bed ^ You, with your crimes, go 
to bed ^ Why, you couldn’t sleep » You would cower 
all night » Go^to bed* O my dear Struboff, think 
better of it No, no, we’ll none of us go to bed Bed’s 
a hell for men like us — for you above aU* Think 
again, Struboff, thmk again * ” 

Struboff shrugged his fat shoulders m helpless bad 
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temper I was laughing so much (at what, at what 
that I could hardly do my part m hustling hun along 
Wetter set a hot pace, and Struboff soon began to pant 

I can’t walk Call a cab,” he gasped 
‘‘ Cab ^ No, no We can’t sit still Conscience, my 
dear Struboff ' Post eqmtem, you know There’s noth 
mg like walkmg for sinners hke us Brmg him along, 
Baron, bring him along ” 

“ Perhaps M Struboff doesn’t desire our company,” 

I suggested 

Perhaps ’ ” shouted Wetter, with a laugh that turned 
a dozen heads towards him — ‘*0 my dear Struboff, 
do you hear this suggestion of our friend the Baron’s > 
What a pity you’ve no breath to repudiate it f ” 

By now we were escaping from the crowd Crossmg 
in front of the Opera House, we made for the Rue de la 
Paix The pace became smarter still Not only was 
Struboff breathless with bemg dragged along, but I was 
breathless with draggmg him I msisted on a cab 
Wetter yielded, planted Struboff and me side by side, 
and took the littie seat facmg us himself Here he sat, 
smiling maliciously, as the poor impresano mopped his 
forehead and fetched up deep gasps of breath Where 
lay the mspiration of this horseplay of Wetter’s > 

Qmcker, quicker ^ ” he cned to the driver I am 
impatient , my friends are impatient Quick, qmck t 
Only God is patient ” 

He’s mad ” grunted Struboff “ He’s quite mad 
The d^vil, I’m hot » ” 

Wetter suddenly assumed an air of great digmty and 
blandness 

In offering tp present us to Madame at an hour 
possibly somewhat late,” he said, “ our dear M Struboff 
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shows his wonted amiability We should be failing m 
gratitude if we did not thank him most sincerely ” 

I didn’t ask you to come,” growled Struboff 
Wetter looked at him with an air of giieved surprise, 
but said nothmg at all He turned to me with a ridicu 
bus look of protest, as though askmg for my support 
I laughed , the mad nonsense was so welcome to me 
We stopped before a tall house in the Rue Washing 
ton Wetter bundled us out with immense haste There 
were lights m the second floor windows 

“ Madame expects us » ” he cried with a rapturous 
clasping of his hands ''Come, come, dear Struboff 
— ^Baron, Baron, pray take Struboff’s arm The steps to 
heaven are so steep » ” 

Struboff seemed resigned to his fate , he allowed him 
self to be pushed upstairs without expostulation He 
opened the door for us and ushered us mto the passage 
As he preceded us I had time for one whisper to Wetter 
‘‘ You’re still mad about her, are you 1 said, pmch 
mg his arm 

‘‘ Still ^ Good heavens, no ^ Again ’ ” he answered 
The door that faced us was thrown open, and Corahe 
stood before me m a loose gown of a dark red colour 
Before she could speak Wetter darted forward, pulling 
me after him 

I have the distmguished honour to piesent mv fnend 
M de Neberhausen,” he said ‘‘You may remember 
meeting him at Forstadt ” 

Corahe looked for a moment at each of us in turn 
She smiled and nodded her head 

" Perfectly,” she said, but it is p surprise to see him 
a very pleasant surprise ” She gave me her hand, 
which I kissed with a fine flourish of gallantry 
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''This gentleman knows the Kong very well/' said 
Struboff, nodding at her with a solemn significance 
" There’s money m that ’ ” he seemed to say 

" Does he ^ ” she asked mdifferently, and added to me, 
" Pray come in I was not expectmg visitors , yon must 
make excuses for me ” 

She did not seem changed m the least degree There 
was the same indolence, the same languid slow enuncia 
tion It struck me in a moment that she ignored her 
husband’s presence He had gone to a sideboard and 
was lingering a decanter Wetter flung himself on a sofa 

" It is really you ^ ” she asked m a whisper with a lift 
of her eyelids 

"Oh, without the least doubts” I ansvtered "And 
it IS you also ^ ” 

Struboff came forward, tumbler m hand 

" Pray, is your King fond of music ? ” he asked 

" He will adore it from the hps of Madame Struboff 
I answered, bowing 

" He adored it from the lips of Mile Mansoni ” ob- 
served Wetter with a malicious smile Struboff glared 
at him, Coralie smiled slightly An inkling of Wetter’s 
chosen part came into my mind He had elected to 
make Struboff uncomfortable, he did not choose that 
the fat man should enjoy his victory in peace My 
emotions chimed in with his resolve but reason sug- 
gested that the ethical merits were more on Struboff s 
side He was Coralie’s career the analogy of my own 
relatiop towards Elsa urged that he who is a career is 
entitled to civility Was not I Elsa’s Struboff ^ I broke 
into a sudden laugh, it passed as a tribute to Wetter s 
acid correction 

" You are studying here in Pans, Madame ^ ’ I asked 
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making If Corahe felt any resentment it did not go 
very deep She turned her eyes from Wetter to my face 
“ You’re going to be married very soon > ” she said 
“ In a month,” said I “ I’m havmg my last flmg 
You perceived our high spirits > ” 

" I’ve seen her picture She’s pretty And I’ve seen 
the Countess von Sempach ” 

You know about her > ” 

Have you forgotten that you used to speak of her ? 
Ah yes, you’ve forgotten all that you used to say The 
Countess is still handsome ” 

What of that > So are you ” 

True, it doesn’t matter much,” Coralie admitted 
** Does your Princess love you ^ ” 

“ Don’t you love your husband ? ” 

A famt slow smile bent her lips as she glanced at 
Struboff — ^himself and his locket 

Nobody acts without a motive,” said I — ‘ not even 
in marrying ” 

The bitterness that found expression in this little sneer 
elicited no S57mpathetic response from Corahe I was 
obliged to conclude that she considered her mariiage 
a success — at least that it was doing what she had ex 
pected from it At this moment she yawned m her 
old, pretty, lazy way Certainly there were no signs of 
romantic misery or tragic disillusionment about her 
Agam I asked myself whether my sj^mpathy were not 
more justly due to Struboff — ^Struboff who sat now 
smoking a big cigar and wobbhng his head solemnly in 
answer to the emphatic taps of Wetter’s forefinger on 
his waistcoat The question was whether human tender 
ness lay an 5 rwhere ^under these wrappings If so ML 
Struboff might be a proper object of compassion his 
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might be the misery, his (0 monstrous thought the 
disillusionment But the prejudice of beauty fought 
hard on Coralie’s side I always find it difficult to be 
]ust to a person of markedly unpleasant appearance I 
was piqued to much curiosity by these wandering ideas 
I determined to probe Struboff through the layers 
Soon after I took my leave Coralie pressed me to 
return the next day, and before I could speak Wetter 
accepted the invitation for me There was no very 
strong repugnance on Strubofi's face, I should not 
have heeded it had it appeared Wetter prepared to 
come with me I watched his farewell to Coralie, 
his smile seemed to mock both her and himself She 
was weary and dreary, but probably only because she 
wanted her bed It was a mistake, as a rule, to attribute 
to her other than the simplest desires The moment we 
were outside, Wetter turned on me with a savagely 
mirthful expression of my own thoughts 

A wretched thmg to leave her with him ? Not the 
least m the world » he cned She’ll sleep ten hours, 

eat one, smg three, sleep three, eat two, sleep Have 

I run through the twenty four ^ ” 

‘^Well, then, why are we to disturb ourselves I 
asked 

Why are we to disturb oursehes > Good God, isn’t 
it enough that she should be like that ^ ” 

I laughed, as I blew out my cigarette smoke 
“This IS an old story,” said I “She’s not m love 
with you I suppose ^ That’s it, isn’t it ^ ” 

“ It’s not the absence of the fact,” said he, with a 
OTile , “ it’s the want of the potentiality that’s so de 
plomike ” 

“ Why torment Struboff, though ? ” 
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'' StrubofE ^ '' he repeated, knitting his blows “ Ah, 
now Struboff is worth tormenting You won*t believe 
me, but he can feel ” 

I was nght then , I thought he could 

“ You saw it ^ '' 

'' My prospects, perhaps, quicken my wits 

My arm was through his, and he pressed it between 
his elbow and his side 

'' You see,’* said he, '' perversity runs through it all 
She should feel, he should not It seems she doesn't, 
but he does Heavens ’ would you accept such a con 
elusion without the fullest expenment ^ For me I am 
determined to test it ” 

'' Still you’re m love with her ” 

” Agreed, agreed, agreed A man must have a spur 
to knowledge ” 

We parted at the Place de la Concorde, and I strolled 
on alone to my hotel Vohrenlorf was waiting for me, 
a little anxious, infinitely sleepy I dismissed him at 
once, and sat down to read my letters I had the feeling 
that I would think about all these matters to morrow, 
but I was also pervaded by a sabsfaction My mind 
was being fed The air here nourished, the air of Arten- 
berg starved I comphmented Paris on a virtue not 
her own, the house in the Rue Washmgton was the 
source of my satisfaction 

There was a letter from Varvilliers , he wrote from 
Hungary, where he was on a visit Here is something 
of what he said — 

There is a charming lady here, and we fall m love, all 
accordmg to mode aSid fashion (The buttons are on the 
foils, pray understand ) It xs the simplest thmg m the 
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world , the whole process might, as I believe, be digested 
mto twelve elementary motions or thereabouts The 
information is given an4 received by code , it is like 
playmg whist ‘ How much have you ^ ’ her eyes ask 
' A passion,’ I answer by the code ‘ I have a penchant,' 
comes from her side of the table ‘ I am leadmg up to 
it,’ say I 'lam returmng the lead ’ Good » But then 
comes hers (or mme) ' I have no more ’ Alas » Well, 
then, I lead, or she leads, another suit» It’s a good 
game and our stakes are not high You, sire, would 
like signals harder to read, I know your taste You’re 
right there And don’t you make the stakes higher > 
I have plunged mto mdiscretion , if I did not, you would 
think that Bederhof had forged my handwriting TJn 
less I am stopped on the frontier I shall be m Forstadt 
in three weeks ” 

I dropped the letter with a laugh, wondermg whether 
the charming lady played the game as he did and for a 
stake as light Or did she suffer > Well, anybody can 
suffer The talent is almost universal There was, it 
seemed, reason to suppose that Struboff suffered I 
acquiesced, but with a sense of discontent Pam should 
not be vulgarized VarviUiers’s immumty gave him a 
new distmction m my eyes 



CHAPTER XXIV 

WHAT A QUESTION ‘ 

Struboff’s inevitable discovery of my real name was 
a disaster It delayed my operations for three days, 
since it filled his whole being with a sense of abase 
ment and a hope of gam, thereby suspendmg for the 
time those emotions m him which had excited my cun 
osity Clearly he had unstmted visions of lucrative 
patronage — dreams, probably, of a piece of coloured 
ribbon for his button hole, and a right to try to induce 
people to call him Chevaher ” He made Corahe a 
present, handsome enough I respected the consaen 
tiousness of this act , my friendship was an unlooked for 
profit, a bonus on the marriage, and he gave his wife 
her commission But he seemed cased m steel against 
any confidence He trembled as he poured me out a 
glass of wme He had pictured me only as a desirable 
appendage to a gala performance It is, of course, diffi- 
cult to realize that the points at which people are im- 
portant to us are not those at which they are important 
to th 61 nselves However, I made progress at last The 
poor man's was a sad case — the sadder because only 
with constant effort^ could the onlooker keep its sadness 
disengaged from ^ts absurdity, and remember that un- 
attractiveness does not exclude misery The wife in a 
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marriage of interest is the spoilt child of romancers, 
scarcely any is rude enough to say, Well, who put you 
there ? '' The husband in such a partnership gams less 
attention , at the most he is allowed a subordmate share 
of the common stock of woe The clean case for observa 
tion — ^he miserable, she miles away from any such poign 
ancy of emotion — ^was presented by Coralie’s consist 
ency It was not m her to make a bargain and pull 
gnmaces when she was asked to fulfil it True, she 
mterpreted it m her own way ** I promised to marry 
you Well, I have How are you wronged, mon cher ^ 
But did I promise to speak to you — to like you ^ Mon 
Dteu, who promised, or would ever promise, to love you?'^ 
The mmgled impatience and amusement of such ques 
tions expressed themselves m her neglect of him and 
in her yawns Under his locket, and his paunch, and 
his layers, he burnt with pain Wetter was laymg the 
bhsters open to the air, that their stmg might be sharper 
At last, sorely beset, he divined a sympathy m me He 
thought it dismterested, not perceivmg that he had for 
me the fascination of a travesty of myself, and that m 
his mamage I enjoyed a burlesque presentment of what 
mme would be That pomt of view was my secret, 
until Wetter’s qmck wit penetrated it He worked 
days before he found out why I was drawn to the im 
presano His discovery was hailed with a sudden laugh 
and a glance, but he put nothing mto words Both 
to him and to me the thing was richer for reticence In 
the old phrase, the drapery enhanced the charms Vhich 
it did not hide 

A day came when I asked the husband to luncheon 
with me I sent Vohrenlorf away, ^e sat down to- 
gelte, StrubofiE swellmg with pnde, seeing hunself tell- 
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ing the story m the wings, meditating the appearance 
and multiplication of paragraphs I said not a word 
to discourage the visions , We talked of how Coralie 
should make fame and he money , he grew enthusiastic, 
guttural, and severe on the Sternberg I ordered more 
Sternberg, and fished for more enthusiasm I put my 
purse at his disposal , he dipped his fingers deep, with 
an anxious furtive eagerness The loan was made, or 
at least pledged, before it flashed across my brain that 
the money was destmed for Wetter , he wanted to paj 
off Wetter We were nearmg the desired ground 

“ My dear M Struboff,” said I, you must not allow 
yourself to be embarrassed Great properties are slow 
to develop , but I have patience with my investments 
Clear yourself of all claims Money troubles fntter away 
a man's brains, and you want yours " 

He muttered somethmg about temporary scarcity 
“ It would be intolerable that Madame should be 
bothered with such matters," I said 
He gulped down his Steinberg and gave a snort The 
sound was eloquent, although not sweet I filled his 
glass and handed him a cigar He drank the wme, but 
laid the cigar on the table and rested his head on his 
hand 

** And women like to have money about," I pursued 
lookmg at the vems on his forehead 

I've squandered money on her," he said — ** good 
money " 

“ Yes, yes One's love seeks every mode of expres 
Sion I'm sure she's grateful " 

He raised his eyes» and looked at me I was smoking 
composedly 

** Were you once in love with my wife ^ " he asked 
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bluntly His deference wore away under the corrosion 
of Sternberg and distress 

Let us choose our wonis, my dear M Struboff Once 
I professed attachment to Mile Mansoni ” 

'' She loved you ^ ” 

'' It IS discourteous not to accept any impression that 
a lady wishes to convey to you,” I answered, smilmg 

“ Ah, you know her » ” he cried, bringing his fist down 
on the table 

“ Not the least m the world,” I assured him '' Her 
beauty her charm, her genius — yes, we all know these 
But her soul ’ That’s her husband’s prerogative ” 

There was silence for a moment, durmg which he stiU 
looked at me, his thick eyelids half hidmg the pathetic 
gaze of his little eyes 

My life’s a hell ’ ” he said, and laid his head between 
his hands on the table I saw a shudder in his fat 
shoulders 

“ My dear M Struboff * ” I murmured as I rose and 
walked round to him I did not like touching him, but 
I forced myself to pat his shoulder kindly Women 
take whims and fancies,” said I as I walked back to 
my seat 

He raised his head and set his chm between his fists 

‘‘She took me for what she could get out of me,” 
said he 

Shall we be just ^ Didn’t you look to get something 
out of her ^ ” 

'^Yes, I marned her for that,” he answered ^""But 
I’m a damned fool I saw that she loathed me , it isn’t 
hard to see You see it , everybody sees it ” 

And you fell m love with her ? That was breaking 
the bargain, wasn’t it ? ” It crossed my mind that I 
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might possibly break my bargain with Elsa But the 
peril was remote 

“ My God, if s maddenmg t® be treated like a beast 
Am I repulsive, am I loathsome ? ” 

‘ What a question, my dear M Struboff ' ” 

“ And I hve with her It is for all day and every day ” 
“ Come, come, be reasonable We're not lovesick 
boys” 

“ If I touch a piece of bread m givmg it to her she 
cuts herself another shce ” 

How I understood you m that, 0 damty cruel Corahe ' 
“ And that devil comes and laughs at me ” 

" He needn’t come, if you don’t wish it ” 

“Perhaps ifs better than bemg alone with her,” he 
groaned “ And she doesn’t deceive me Ah, I should 
hke sometimes to say to her, ‘ Do what you hke , amuse 
yourself I shall not see It wouldn’t matter’ If she 
did that, she mightn’t be so hard to me You wonder 
that I say this, that I feel it like this > Well, I’m a 
man , I’m not a dog I don’t dirty thmgs when I touch 
them ” 

I got up and walked to the hearthrug I stood there 
with my back to him He blew his nose loudly, then 
took the bottle I heard the wme trickle m the glass 
and the sound of his noisy swallowmg There was a 
long silence He struck a match and lit his agar , then 
he folded up the notes I had given him, and the clasp of 
his pocket book chcked 

“ I l*nve to go with her te»rehearsal,” he said 
I turned rormd and walked towards him His uneasj 
deference returned , he jumped up with a bow and an 
air of awkward embarrassment 
" Your Majesty *is very good Your Majesty pardons 
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me ^ I have abused Your Majesty’s kmdness You 
understand, I have nobody to speak to ” 

'"I understand very well, M Strubotf I am very 
sorry Be kmd to her, and she will change towards 
you” 

He shook his head ponderously 
She won’t change,” he said, and stood shuffling his 
feet as he waited to be dismissed I gave him my hand 
(0 Coralie, you and your bread ’ I understood ) 

She’ll get accustomed to you,” I murmured, with a 
reminiscence of William Adolphus 

I think she hates me more every day ” 

He bowed over my hand and backed out with clumsy 
ceremony 

I flung myself on the sofa Was not the burlesque 
well conceived and deftly fashioned ^ True, I did not 
seem to myself much hke Struboff There was no com 
fort in that , Struboff did not seem to himself much 
hke what he was '' Am I repulsive, am I loathsome ^ ” 
he cried mdignantly, and my diplomacy could answer 
only, What a question, my dear M Stiuboff ^ ” If I 
cried out, asking whether I were so unattractive that 
my bride must shnnk from me, a thousand shocked 
voices would answer m like manner, O sire, what a 
question ^ ” 

Later in the day I called on Corahe and found her 
alone Speaking as though from my own observation, 
I taxed her roundly with her coldness to Struboff, and 
with allowmg him to percew'e her distaste for him I 
instanced the matter of the bread, declarmg that I had 
noticed it when I breakfasted with them Coralie began 
to^ laugh 

Do I do that ? Well, perhaps i do You’ve felt 
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his hand ? It's not very pleasant Yes, I think I do 
take another piece ” 

He observes it " 

Oh, I think not He doesn't care Besides he must 
know Have I pretended to care for him ? Heavens, 
Tm no hypocrite ’ We knew very well what we wanted, 
he and I We have each got it But kisses weren't in 
the bargain " 

And you kiss nobody now ^ " 

'"No," slje answered simply and without offence 
" No Wetter doesn't ask me, and you know I never 
felt love for him , if he did ask me, I wouldn't These 
thmgs are very troublesome And you don’t ask 
me 

" No, I don't, Coralie," said I, smiling 
" I might kiss you, perhaps " 

I have something to give too, have I > " 

“ No, that would be of no use I should make nothing 
out of you And the rest is nonsense No, I wouldn't 
kiss you, if you did ask " 

" Perhaps Wetter will ask you now I have lent your 
husband money, and he'll pay Wetter off " 

" Ah, perhaps he will then , he is cunous, Wetter 
But I shan't kiss him I'm very well as I am " 
Happy?" 

" Yes , at least, I should be if it were not for Struboff 
He annoys me very much You know, it's like an ugly 
picture in the room, or a dog one hates He doesn't say 
or do nuch, but he's there always It frets me " 
Madame my sympathy is extreme " 

Oh, your sympathy ’ You're laughmg at me I 
don't care You're going to be married yourself ^ " 

What you imply is not very reassuring ” 
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‘‘ It's all a question of what one expects," she ^aid 
with a shrug 

“ My wife won't mind me touching her bread ^ " I 
asked anxiously 

‘‘ Oh no, she won't mind that You're not like that 
Oh no, it won't be m that way " 

'' I declare I'm much comforted " 

Indeed you needn't fear that In some things all 
women are alike You needn't feai anything of that 
sort No woman could feel that about you " 

I grow happier every moment I shouldn't have 
liked Elsa to cut herself another shce " 

Coralie laughed, sniffed the roses I had brought, and 
laughed again as she said, — 

In fact I do I remember it now I didn't mean 
to be rude It came natural to do it, as if the piece 
had fallen on the floor, you know " 

Evidently Stniboff had analyzed his wife's feelings 
very correctly I doubted both the use and the possi 
bility of enlightening her as to his “ Kisses were not 
in the bargain " she would say After all, the desire 
for affection was somethmg of an incongruity m Struboff, 
an alien weed trespassing on the ground meant for music 
and for money I could hardly blame her for refusing 
to foster the mtruder I felt that I should be highly 
unjust if, later on, I laid any blame on Elsa for not 
satisfymg a desire for aflection, should I chance to feel 
such a thing And as to the bread, Coralie had quite 
reassured me I looked at her She was smflmg m 
quiet amusement Evidently hei fancy was tickled by 
the matter of the bread 

You notice a thmg hke that," she said ** But he 
doesn't Imagine his noticing it ^ " 
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** I can imagine it very well 

''Oh no, impossible He has no sensibility You 
laugh ’ Well, yes, perhaps it’s lucky ” 

During the next two or three da3;s I was engaged 
almost unintermittently with business which followed 
me from home, and had no opportimity of seeing more 
of my friends I regretted this the less, because I seemed 
now to be possessed of the state of affairs I resigned 
myself to the necessity of a speedy return to Forstadt 
Already Bederhof was m despair at my absence, and 
excuses failed me I could not tell him that to return 
to Forstadt was to begin the preparations for execution 
a point at which hesitation must be forgiven in the con- 
demned But before I went I had a talk with Wetter 
He stormed Vohrenlorf’s defences and burst mto my 
room late one night 

"So we’re going back, sue,” he cried — "back to our 
work, back to harness » ” 

" You’re gomg too ? ” I asked quietly 
He threw back his hair from his forehead 
" Yes, I too,” he said " Struboff has paid me off , I 
have played, I have won, I am nch, I desire to serve 
my country You don’t appear pleased, sire ” 

" When you serve your country I have to set about 
saving mme,” said I dryly 

" Oh, you’ll be glad of the distraction of public afiaus,” 
he sneered 

" Madame Mansoni-StrubofE has not fulfilled my hopes 
of her n I thought you’d have no leisure for politics for 
a long time to come ” 

" The pupil of Hammerfeldt speaks to me,” he said 
with a smile " You would be nght very likely, but for 
the fact that Mada?ae has dismissed me ” 
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You use a conventional phrase ^ ” 

"'Well then, she has — ^weli, yes, I do use a conf\^en 
tional phrase ” ^ 

I shall congratulate M Stiuboff on an increased 
tranquilhty ” 

The evening was chilly, and I had a bit of fire Wetter 
sat looking into it, hugging his knees and swaying his 
body to and fro I stood on the hearthrug by him 
" I have still time,” he said suddenly “ Fm a young 
man I can do something still ” 

You can turn me out, you think ^ ” 

I don’t want to turn you out ” 

'' Use me, perhaps > ” 

Tame you, perhaps ” 

I looked down at him and I laughed 
'' Why do you laugh ^ ” he asked “ I thought I 
should have roused that sleeping dignity of yours ” 

'' O mv friend,” said I, you will not tame me, and 
you will not do great thmgs ” 

Why not ^ ” he asked bnefly and brusquely 
'' You’ll play agam, you’ll do some mad prank , some 
other woman will — ^let us stick to our phrase — ^will not 
dismiss you When an irresistible force encounters an 

immovable object You know the old puz2;le ^ ” 

Interpret your parable, O King ^ ” 

When a great brain is joined to an impossible tern 
per — result > ” 

The result is nothmg,” said he, taking a fresh grip 
of his knees 

Even so, even so,” I nodded 
But I have done things,” he persisted 
** Yes, and then undone them My friend, you’ie a 
tragedy ” And I lit a cigarette 
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I^e sat wheie lie was for a moment longer , then he 
sprang up with a loud laugh 
“ A tragedy ' A tragedy • If I make one, by heaven 
the world’s rich m them > Take Struboff for another 
But Your Majesty is wrong I’m a farce ” 

“ Yes, you’re a bit of a farce,” said I 
He laid his hand on my arm and looked full and 
long in my face 

“ So you’ve made your study of us ? ” he asked 
“ Oh, I know why you came to Pans ' Corahe, Struboff, 
myself — you have us all now ? ” 

“ Pretty well,” «aid I “To understand people is both 
useful and mterestmg , and to a man m my position it 
has the further attraction of bemg difficult ” 

“ And you think Bederhof is too strong for me> ” 

“ He IS stupid and respectable My dear "Wetter, 
what chance have you ’ ” 

“ There’s a nver m this town Shall I jump m ’ ” 

“ Heavens, no ' You’d set it all a hissmg and a boilmg ” 
“ To night, sure, I thought of kiUmg Struboff ” 

“ Ah yes, the pleasures of imagination ' I often 
indulge m them ” 

“ Then a bullet for myself ” 

“ Of course ' And another impresario for Girahe ' 
You must look ahead m such matters ” 

“ It would have made a great sensation ” 

“ Everjnvhere, except m the bosom of Corahe ” 

“Your cleverness robbed the world of that other 
sensation long ago — If I had killed you ' ” 

“ It would have been another— another impresario for 
my Prmcess ” 

“ We shall meet^t Foistadt ? You’ll ask me to the 
wedding ? ” 
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“ Unless you have incurred Princess Heinrich’s 
I tell you I’m going to settle down ” 

Never,” said I 

“ Be careful, sire The revolver I bought for Struboff 
is in my pocket ” 

Make me a present of it,” I suggested 

He looked hard in my eyes, laughed a little, drew out 
a small revolver and handed it to me 

** Struboff was never m great danger,” he said 

** I was never much afraid for Struboff,” said I 

Thanks for the revolver You’re not quibbling with 
me>” 

I don’t understand ” 

“ There’s no river in this town ^ No mstitution called 
the Morgue ? ” 

Not a trace of such things Do you know why 
not > ” 

“ Because it’s the Kmg’s pleasure,” said I, smilmg, 
and holding out my hand to him 

Because I’m a friend to a friend,” he said, as he 
took my hand Then without another word he turned 
and walked out quickly I heard him speak to Vohren 
lorf m the outer room, and laugh loudly as he ran down 
the stairs 

He had remmded me that I was a pupil of Hammer 
feldt’s The remmder came home to me as a reproach 
I had been forgetful of the Prmce’s lessons , I had 
allowed myself to fall mto a habit of thought which led 
me to assume that my happiness or unhappmeS^ was a 
relevant consideration m judging of the merits of the 
universe The assumption is so common as to make 
us forget that so far from being prjjved it is not even 
plausible I saw the absurdity of it at once m the hght 
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of my recent ^scovenes Was God shamed because 
Struboff was rperable, because Coralie was serenely 
selfish, because iVetter was tempestuous beyond rescue ^ 
I smiled at all ^these questions, and proceeded to the 
inference that the exquisite satisfaction of my own 
cravings was probably not an inherent part of the 
divme purpose That is, if there were such a thing , 
and if there were not, the whole matter was so purely 
accidental as not 'lo admit of any one consideration 
being in the least degree more or less relevant than 
another Willmgl3^ give thyself up to Clotho, allowing 
her to spin thy thread into whatever things she pleases '' 
That was an extremely good maxim , but it would be 
of no service to cast the pearl before Coralie's impre- 
sario I would use it myself though I summoned 
Vohrenlorf 

“ We have stayed here too long, Vohrenlorf," said I 
My presence is necessary in Forstadt I must not 
appear wanting in interest in these preparations " 

Undoubtedly," said he, they are very anxious for 
Your Majesty's return " 

And I am very anxious to return Well go by the 
evening tram to morrow Send woid to Bederhof " 

He seemed rather surprised and not very pleased but 
promised to see that my orders were executed I sat 
down in the chair in which Wetter had sat, and began 
again to console myself with my Stoic maxim But 
there was a point at which I stuck I recalled Corahe 
and her bread, and regarded Struboff not m the aspect 
of his own misery (which I had decided to be irrelevant), 
but in the light of CQralie's feelings It seemed to me 
that the philosopher should have spared more consider 
ation to this side of the matter Had he reached such 
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heights as to be indifferent not only to. his own suffer 
mgs, but to bemg a cause of suffermg rf others ? Per 
haps Marcus Aurelius bad attained t this , Coralie 
Mansoni, by the way, seemed most blessedly to have 
been born into it To me it was a stone of stumblmg 
pride came to me with msidious aid and admired while 
I talked of Clotho , bat where was my ally when I 
pictured Elsa also makmg her surrender to the Fates > 
My ally then became my enemW With a violent 
wrench I brought myself to the thought that neither 
was Elsa’s happiness a relevant consideration It would 
not do , I could not maintain the position For Elsa 
was young, fresh, aspirmg to happiness as a plant rears 
its head to the air And our wedding was but a fort 
night off 

Am I repulsive, am I loathsome ^ ” 

'' What a question, my dear M Struboff » ” 

I had that snatch of talk in my head when I fell 
asleep 

The next day but one found me back at Forstadt 
They had begun to decorate the streets 



CHAPTER XXV 

A SMACK OF REPETITION 

The contrast of outer and inner, of the world’s myself 
and my own myself, of others as they seem to me and 
to themselves (of the reahty they may he, through 
inattention or dullness, as ignorant as I), which is the 
most permanent and the dommant impression that hfe 
has stamped on my mmd, was never more powerfully 
brought home to me than m the days which preceded 
my marriage to my cousm Elsa As I have said, they 
had begun to decorate the streets , let me summarize all 
the rest by repeatmg that they decorated the streets, 
and went on decorating them The decorative atmos 
phere enveloped all external objects, and wrapped even 
the members of my own family m its spangled cloud 
Victoria blossomed in diamonds, William Adolphus 
sprouted m plumes , my mother embodied the stately, 
Cousm Elizabeth a gorgeous heartmess, the Duke’s 
eyes wore a bored look, but the remamder of his person 
was fit tingly resplendent Bederhof was Bumble in 
Olympub Beyond these came a sea of smiles, bows, silks, 
and uniforms Really I believe that the whole thmg 
was done as handsomely as possible, and the proceed 
mgs are duly recor^Jed m a book of red leather, clasped 
m gold and embellished with maSiy pictures, which the 
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Municipality of Forstadt presented to Elsa in remem 
brance of the auspicious event It lies now under a 
glass case, and, I undtetand, excites much interest 
among ladies who come to see my house 
Elsa was a puzzle no longer , I should have welcomed 
more complexity of feelmg The month which had 
passed smce we parted had brought to her many re 
flections, no doubt, and as a presumable result of them 
a fixed attitude of mind Wilham Adolphus would 
have said (and very likely did say to "Vhctoria) that 
she had got used to me , but this mode of puttmg the 
matter suffers from my brother in law’s bluntness She 
had not defied Clotho, but neither had she altogether 
given herself up to Clotho She had compromised with 
the Formidable Lady, and, although by no means en 
raptured, seemed to be conscious that she might have 
come off worse What was distasteful in Clotho’s teims 
Elsa attempted to reduce to msignificance by a dis 
ciplmed arrangement of her thoughts and emotions 
Much can be done if one will be firm with would be 
vagrants of the mind The pleasant may be given 
prominence, the disagreeable relegated to obscurity, 
the attractive installed m the hvmg apartments, the 
repellent locked in a distant cellar, whence their ill 
conditioned cries are audible occasionally only and m 
the distance What might have been is sternly trans 
formed from a beautiful vision into a revolting peril, and 
m this new shape is mvoked to applaud the actual and 
vihfy what is impossible This attitude of inmd is 
thought so commendable as to have won for itself in 
popular speech the name of phil<jsophy So even with 
words Clotho works her wiU Elsa t|ien, in this pecuhar 
sense of the term, was philosophical about the business 
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She was balanced m her attitude, and, left to herself, 
would maintain equihbrium 
“ She’s growing fonder and fonder of you every day/" 
Cousm Elizabeth whispered in my ear 
“ I hope/’ said I, with a remmiscence, “ that I am not 
absolutely repulsive to her?” And m order not to 
puzzle Cousm Elizabeth with any glimmer of truth 1 
smiled 

My dearest Augustin ” (that she seemed to say 
' Struboff ’ was a childish trick of my imagmation), 
what an idea ^ What a question, my dear M 
Struboff I ”) 

I played too much, perhaps, with my parallel, but I 
was not its slave I knew myself to be unlike Struboff 
(m my case Coralie scouted the idea of a fresh slice 
of bread) I knew Elsa to be of very different tern 
perament from Coralie’s These variances did not in- 
vahdate the family likeness A son may be very like 
his father though the nose of one turns up and the 
other’s nose turns down We were, after making all 
allowances for superficial differences — we were both 
careers, Struboff and I I need none to point out to 
me my blunder, none to say that I was really fortunate 
and cried for the moon It is admitted I was offered 
a charming friendship , it was not enough I could 
give a tender friendship , I knew that it was not enough 
And there was that other tiling which went to my 
heart, that possibility which must ever be denied realisa- 
tion, that beginning doomed to be thwarted As we 
were talkmg once of all who were to come on the great 
day, I saw suddenly a httle flush on Elsa’s cheek She 
did not look away or slammer, or make any other obvious 
concession to her ^barrassment, but the blush could 
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not be denied access to her face and came eloquent 
with its hint 

And M de Varvilher§ — ^he will be there, I suppose ? ” 
she asked 

I hope so I have given directions that he shall be 
invited You like him, Elsa ^ ” 

Yes,” she said, not lookmg at me now but straight 
in front of her, as though he stood there in his easy 
heart - steahng grace And for an instant longer the 
flush flew his flag on her cheek 
But Struboff had been so mad as to fall m love with 
Coralie, and to desire her love out of no compassion 
for her but sheerly for itself Was I not spared this 
pang ? I do not know whether my state were worse or 
better For with him, even in direst misery, there 
would be love’s own mad hope, that denial of impos 
sibility, that dream of marvellous change which shootai 
across the darkest gloom of passion Or at least he 
could imagme her lovmg as he loved, and thereby cheat 
the wretched thmg that was I could not In dreary 
truth I was towards her as she towards me, and before 
us both there stretdied a hfetime If an added sting 
were needed, I found it m a perfectly clear consciousness 
that a great many people would have been absolutely 
content, and, as onlookers of our case, would have won 
dered what all the trouble was about There are those 
who from a fortunate waflt of perception are called 
sensible, just as Elsa by her resolute evasion of trutl 
would be accorded the title of philosophical 
Victoria was the prophet of the actual, picking out wit* 
optimistic eye its smgular abundance of blessedness 
I do not think that she reminded me that Elsa might 
have had but one ey^ one leg, or £ crooked back, but 
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her felicitations ran on this strain Their obvious 
artificiality gave them the efiect of sympathy, and 
Victoria would always sanction this interpretation by a 
kiss on departure But she had her theory , it was 
that Elsa only needed to be wooed The '' only ” 
amused me, but even with that point waived I questioned 
her position It left out imagmation, and it left out 
Varvilliers, who had become imagination's pet Never 
theless Victoria spoke out of experience , she did not 
blush at declaring herself after all very comfortable 
with William Adolphus Granted the argument's sin 
centy, its force could not be denied with honesty 

We’re not romantic, and never have been, of course," 
she conceded 

“ My dear Victona, of course not," said I, laughing 
openly 

We have had our quarrels " 

The quarrels won’t trouble me in the least " 

We don't expect too much of one another ' 

' I seem to be hstenmg to the address on the wedding 
day" 

You're an exasperatmg creature ” And with that 
came the kiss 

Victoria's affection was always grateful to me, but m 
the absence of Wetter and Varvilhers, neither of whom 
had made any sign as yet, I was bereft of all mtellectual 
sympathy I had looked to find some in the Duke — 
and some, as I beheve, there was , but its flow was 
checked and turned by what I must call a repressed 
Iresentment His wife's blind heartiness was impossible 
to him, and he read with a clear eye the mmd of a loved 
daughter With him also I ranked as a necessitv , so 
far as the necessity was distasteful to Elsa, it was un 

ir 



THE KING'S MIRROR 


322 

palatable to him Beneath his friendliness, and side 
by side with an unhesitating acceptance of the position, 
there lay this grudge, not acknowledged, bound to 
incur instant absurdity as the price of any open asser 
tion of itself, but set m his mind and affecting his dis 
position towards me He was not so foolish as to blame 
me , but I was to him the occasion of certam fears and 
shrmkmgs, possibly of some qualms as to his own 
part m the matter, and thus I became a less desired 
companion There was something between us, a sub 
ject always present, never to be mentioned As a result 
there came constramt My pride took alarm, and my 
polite distance answered m suitable terms to his reti 
cent courtesy I beheve, however, that we found one 
common pomt in a ludicrous horror of Cousin Elizabeth's 
behaviour Had she assumed the air she wore she 
must have ranked as a diplomatist , having succeeded 
in the great task of convmcmg herself she stands above 
those who can boast only of deceiving others To 
Cousin Elizabeth the alliance was a love match , had 
she possessed the other qualities, her self persuasion 
would have been enough to enable her to found a reli 
gious sect and believe that she was sent from heaven 
for its prophet 

Amid this group of faces, all turned towards the 
same object but with expressions subtly various, I 
spent my days, studying them aU, and finding (here has 
been nature's consolation to me) rehef from my own 
thoughts in an investigation of the mmd of others The 
portentous pretence on which we were engaged needed 
perhaps a god to laugh at it, but the smaller points 
were within the sphere of human \idicule , with them 
there was no danger of amusement %uffermg a sudden 
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death and a swift resurrection in the changed shape of 
indignation 

There was already much to Jaugh at, but now a new 
occasion came, takmg its rise in a thing which seemed 
very distmct and appertammg to moods and feehngs 
long gone by, a plaything of memory destined (as it 
had appeared) to play no more part m actual life The 
matter was simply this Count Max von Sempach was 
on leave^ and proposed, with my permission, to be in 
Forstadt for the weddmg festivities 

Bederhof had heard legendary tales — ^his manner was 
dubious and solemn as he submitted the Count’s pro 
posal to me , Prmcess Hemrich’s carelessness of reference 
would have stirred suspicion m the most guileless heart , 
William Adolphus broke into winks and threatened 
nudges, I mvoked my dignity just in time Victoria 
was rather excited, rather pleased, looking forward to an 
amusmg spectacle Evidently something had reached 
Cousm Elizabeth’s ears, for she overflowed with un 
spoken assurances that the news was of absolutely no 
importance, that she took no notice of boyish folhes, 
and did not for a moment doubt my whole hearted devo 
tion to Elsa Elsa herself betrayed consciousness only 
by not catching my eye when the Sempachs’ commg 
cropped up m conversation For my own part I said 
that I should be very glad to see the Count and the 
Countess, and that they had a clear claim to their m 
vitation My mother’s manner had shown that she 
felt herself m no position to raise objections , Bederhof 
took my commands with resigned deference I was 
aware that his wife had ceased to call on the Countess 
some time before Count Max went Ambassador to Pans 

Max had done Ins work very well — ^his appointment 
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has been quoted as an instance of my precocious msight 
mto character — and his work did not appear to have 
done him any harm WJi^n he called on me I found 
him the same smcere simple fellow that he had been 
always By consent we talked of private affairs, rather 
than of busmess He told me that Tot6 was growing 
into a tall girl, that his other children also shot up , but, 
he added proudly, his wife did not look a day older, 
and her appearance had, if anythmg, improved She 
had been happy at Pans, he said, “ but, to be sure, 
she’d be happy anywhere with the children and her 
home ” The modesty of the last words did not conceal 
his joyous confidence I felt very kmdly towards him 
Really you’re an encouragement to me at this 
moment,” I said You must take me to see the 
Countess ” 

She will be most honoured, sire ” 

I’d much rather she’d be a little pleased ” 

He laughed m evident gratification, assuring me that 
she would be very pleased He answered for her emo 
tions m the true style of the blessed partner that is 
an incident of matrimony which I am content to have 
escaped I doubted very much whether she were so 
eager for the renewal of my acquamtance as he de 
dared I recollected the doubts and fears that had 
beset her vision of that event long ago But my part 
was plam — ^to go, and to go speedily 
"" To the Countess’s > ” exclaimed Victoria, to whom 
I mentioned casually my plans for the afternoon 
You’re m a great hurry, Augustm ” 

It’s no sign of hurry to go to a place at the right 
tune/’ said I, with a sm^ 

I don’t call it qmte proper ” 
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I go because it is proper " 

** If you flirt with her again 

“ My dear Victoria, what thuigs you suggest ^ " 
Victoria returned to her point 
I see no reason why you should rush off there all in 
a minute,'* she persisted 

Nevertheless I went, paying the tribute of a laugh to 
the picture of Victoria flying with the news to Princess 
Heinrich But the Princess's eye could tell a real danger 
from an imaginary one , she would not mind my seeing 
the Countess now 

I went quite privately, without notice, and was not 
expected Thus it happened that I was ushered into 
the drawmgroom when the Countess was not there 
to receive me There I found Tot6, undeniably long 
legged and regrettably shy The world had begun to 
set its mark on her, and she had discovered that she did 
not know how to behave to me I was sorry not to be 
pleasant company for ToU, but perceivmg the fact too 
plamly to resist it, I sent her off to hasten her mother 
She had not been gone a moment before the Countess 
came m hurriedly with apologies on her hps 
Not a day older ^ 0 my dear Max * Shall we pray 
for this bhndness, or shall we not > She was older than 
she had been, older than by now she should be Yet 
her charm hung round her like a fine stuff that defies 
tune, and a gentle kmdness graced her manner We 
began to talk about anythmg and nothing She showed 
fretfub dread of a pause , when she spoke she did not 
look me in the face I cotdd not avoid the idea that 
she did not want me, and would gladly see me take my 
leave But such a feeling was, as it seemed to me, 
inhuman, a falseness to our true selves, bom of some 
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convention, or of a scruple overstrained, or of a fear not 
warranted 

Have you seen Elsa ^ ” I asked presently and per 
haps rather abruptly 

“ Yes,” she said, I was presented to her She was 
very sweet and kind to me ” 

She’s that to me too,” I said, rising and standing 
by her chair 

She hesitated a moment, then looked up at me , I 
saw emotion in her eyes 

'' You’ll be happy with her ^ ” she asked 
If she isn’t very unhappy, I daresay I shan’t be ” 

Ah ^ ” she said, with a sort of despairing sigh 
But I don’t suppose I should make anybody par 
ticularly happy ” 

'' Yes, yes,” she cried m low voiced impetuosity 

'' Yes, if ” She stopped Fear was in her eyes now, 

and she scanned my face with a close jealous intensity 
I knew what her fear was , her own expression of it 
echoed back across the years She feared that she had 
given me occasion to laugh at her I bent down, took 
her hand, and kissed it lightly 

'' Perhaps, had all the world been different,” said I 
with a smile 

“ I’m terribly changed ^ ” 

No Not terribly, and not much How has it been 
with you ^ ” 

Her nervousness seemed to be passing off, she an- 
swered me in a sincere simplicity that would "Neither 
exaggerate nor hide 

All that is good, short of the be^t,” she said And 
with you > ” 

Shall I say all that is bad, short of the worst > ” 
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We shouldn’t mean very diffeient things ” 

“ No, not very Tve done many foohsh things 

Have you ^ They all say that you fill your place 
well ” 

I have paid high to do it ’ 

What you thought high when you paid,” she said 
smiling sadly 

I would not do her the wrong of any pretence , she 
was entitled to my honesty 

I still thmk it high,” I said, but not too higi 
'' Nothing IS too high > ” 

But others must help to pay my score You know 
that ” 

Yes, I know it ” 

‘‘ And this girl will know it ” 

“ She wouldn’t have it otherwise 
“ I know, I know, I know She would not It’s 
strange to have you here now ” 

“ Max would come I didn’t wish it Yet ” She 

smiled for a moment and added, ‘‘ Yet m a way I did 
wish it I was drawn here It seemed to concern me 
Don’t laugh It seemed to be part of my stoiy too I 
felt that I must be there to heai it Are y ou laughing ^ ’ 

I’ve never laughed ” 

You’re good and kmd and generous No, I think 

you haven’t I’m glad of it, because ” 

‘^Yes^ Why>” 

“ Because even now I can’t,” she whispered No, 
don t ^hmk I mean — I mean a thing which would oblige 
you to laugh now It’s all over, all over But that it 
should have been, Augustm ^ ” My name slipped from 
unconscious lips ^'^That it should have been isn’t bad 
to me , it’s good ^ That’s wicked ^ I can t help it It’s 
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the thing — ^the thing of my hfe I’ve no place like 
youis I’ve nothmg to make it come second Ah, I’m 
forgettmg again how old I am How you always make 
me forget it » I mustn’t talk like this ” 

We shall never, I suppose, talk hke this again Yon 
go back to Pans ^ ” 

“ Yes, soon I’m glad ” 

“ But it’s not hard to you now ^ ” 

She seemed to reflect, as though she were anxious to 
give me an answer accurately true 

“ Not very hard now,” she said at last, lookmg full at 
me ‘‘ Not very hard, but very constant, always with 
me I love them all, all my folk But it’s always there ” 
” You mean — ^what do you mean ^ The thought of 
me>” 

Yes, or the thought that somehow I have ]ust missed 
I’m not miserable And I hke to dream — to be gorgeous, 
splendid, wicked m dreams ” She gave a laugh and 
pressed my hand for a moment Totd grows pretty,” 
she said “ Don’t you thmk so ^ ” 

** Tot4 was unhappy with me, and I let her go Yes, 
she’s pretty , she won’t be like you, though ” 

I’ll appeal agam to you m five, m ten years,” said 
she, smilmg, pleased with my covert praise Oh, it’s 
pleasant to see you agam,” she went on a moment later 
** I’m a bad penitent I wish I could be with you always 
No, I am not dreammg now I mean, just m Forstadt 
and seemg you ” 

A moment ago you were glad to go back to P^is ” 

** Ah, you assume more ignorance of us than you have 
Ma 5 rn’t I be glad of one thing and wish another ^ ” 

True , and men can do that too 
I felt the old charm of the quick word coming from 
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the be3,utiful lips, the twofold appeal Though passion 
was gone, pleasure m her remained My love was dead , 
as I sat there I wished it ahve again I longed to be 
back in the storm of it, even though I must battle the 
storm agam 

After all,'* she said, with a glance at me, “ I have my 
share m you You can’t thmk of your hfe without 
thmkmg of me Vm something to you I’m one 
among the many foohsh thmgs You don’t hate the 
foohsh things > ” 

‘'On my'* soul, I believe not one of them, and li 
you’re one, I love one of them ” 

" I hke you to say that ” 

A long silence fell on us The thing had not come in 
either of the fashions m which I had pictured it — neither 
m weariness nor m excitement It came full with 
emotions, but emotions that were subdued shadows of 
themselves, of a mournful sweetness, bewaihng their 
lost strength, yet shrmking from remembrance of it 
Would we have gone back if we could ^ Now I could 
not answer the question Yet we could weep because 
to go back was impossible But it was with a slight 
laugh that at last I rose to my feet to say good bye 
" It’s like you always to laugh at the end,” she said, a 
little m reproach, but more, I thmk, m the pleasure of 
recognizing what was part of her idea of me You used 
often to do it, even when you were— even before You 
remember the first time of all — ^when we smiled at one 
anothqf behmd your mother’s back ? That oldest 
memory comforts me Do you know why ^ I ^as 
never so many centuries older than you again I’m not 
so many even now ' You look old, I think, and seem 
old , if we’re nearer together, it’s your fault, not my 
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merit Well, you must go Ah, how you fill time ’ 
How you could have filled a woman’s life ^ ” 

** Could have » Your njood is right ” 

Surely she’ll be happy with you, if you could love 
her ^ ” 

Not even then I’m not to her measure ” 

Are you unhappy ^ ” 

It’s better than the worst, a great deal better 
Good bye ” 

I pressed her hand and kissed it With a sudden 
seeming formality she curtsied and kissed mine 
“ I don’t forget what you are,” she said, “ because I 
have fancied you as somethmg besides Good bye, sire 
Good bye, Augustin ” 

** There’s a name wanting ” 

Ah, to Caesar I said good bye five years ago ” The 
tears were in her eyes as I turned away and left 
her 

I had a fancy to walk back alone, as I had walked 
alone from her house on the day when I cut the bond 
between us that same five years ago Having dismissed 
my carriage, I set out m the cool of the autumn evenmg 
as dusk had ]ust fallen, and took my way through the 
decorated streets Only three days more lay between 
the decorations and the occasion they were meant to 
grace There was a hum of gaiety through all the 
town , they had begun their holiday making, and the 
shops did splendid trade They in Forstadt would have 
hked to marry me every year Why not ^ I w\ra$ to 
them a sign, a symbol, something they saw and spoke 
of, but not a man I reviewed the troops every year 
Why should I not be married every year ^ It would be 
but the smallest extension of my functions, and all on 
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the lines of logic I could imagine Princess Heinrich 
according amplest approval to the scheme 
Suddenly, as I passed in meditation through a quiet 
street, a hand was laid on my shoulder I knew only 
one man who would stop me in that way Was he here 
again, risen again, m Forstadt again, for work, or mirth, 
or mischief ^ He came m fittmg with the visit I had 
paid I turned and found his odd wry smile on me, the 
knit blows and twinkling eyes He hfted his hat and 
tossed back the iron gray hair 

“ I am come to the weddmg, sire,'* said he, bowing 
“ It would be mcomplete without you, Wetter 
And for another thing — ^for a tieat, for a spectacle 
They’ve written an epithalanuum, haven t they ” 

“ Yes, some fool accordmg to his folly ” 

“ It IS to be sung at the opera the night before ^ At 
the gala performance > ” 

You’re as well up in the arrangements as Bederhof 
himself ” 

I have cause Whence come you sire^ ’ 

“ From paymg a visit to the Countess von Sempach ” 
He burst into a laugh, but the look in his eyes forbade 
me to be oftended 

“ That’s very whimsical too,” he observed ‘‘ There s 
a smack of repetition about this Is fate hard up for 
new effects ^ ” 

“ There’s variety enough here for me There were no 
decorations m the streets when I left her before 

Tj;ue, true , and — for I must return to my tidmgs — 
I bnng you somethmg new ” He paused and enjoyed his 
smile at me ** Who smgs the marriage song ^ ” he asked 
Heavens, man, 1 don t know , I’m not the manager 
What IS it to me v?ho smgs the song ^ ” 
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You would like it sung m tune ^ " 

Oh, unquestionably '' 

'' Ah, well, she sings in tunej’^ he said, nodding his 
head with an air of satisfaction “ She's not emotional, 
but she sings m tune " 

“ Does she. Wetter > Who is she " 

He stood lookmg at me for a moment, then broke into 
another laugh I caught him by the arm, now I 
laughed myself 

“ No, no ^ " I cried ‘‘ Fate doesn't joke, Wetter > " 
Fate jokes," said he ‘‘ It is Corahe wno will sing 
your song To morrow they reach here, she and 
StrubojBE Yes, sire, Corahe is to sing your song " 

We stood looking at one another , we both were 
laughmg It's a great chance m her career," he said 
It's rather a curious chance m mme," said I 
She sings it, she smgs it," he cried, and with a last 
laugh turned and fairly ran away down the street, like a 
mischievous boy who has thrown his squib and flies from 
the scene m mirthful fear 

When Fortune jested she found m him quick witted 
lovmg audience 



CHAPTER XXVI 

THE SECRET OF THE COUNTESS 

Princess Heinrich held a reception of all sorts and 
conditions of those m Forstadt who were receivable 
So comprehensive was the party that to be included 
conveyed no compliment , to be left out meant a slap 
in the face But the scene was gorgeous, and the 
Princess presided over it with fitting dignity Elsa 
and I stood by her for a while, all in our buckram, 
hvmg monuments of bliss and exaltedness It was 
like a prolonged mterview with the photographer 
Then I slipped away and paid marked and honorific 
courtesy to BederhoPs wife and Bederhof^s daughters — 
tall giris, not over quick to be married, somehow quite 
inevitable if one considered Bederhof himself Rising 
from my plunge, I looked round for Elsa She had 
left my mother and taken a seat m a recess by the 
window There she sat, looking, poor soul, rather 
weary, speakmg now and then to those who, m passing 
by, paused to make their respects and compliments to 
her 5 he wore my diamonds , all eyes were for her 
the streets were splendidly decorated , was she content > 
With all my heart I hoped that she was 
People came ^ and bu2;2;ed about me, and I buzzed 
back to them I had learnt to buzz, I believe, with 
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some grace and facility, certainly with an almost entire 
detachment of my mner mmd , it would be mtolerable 
for the real man to be engrossed m such performances 
Looking over the head of the President of the Court of 
Appeal (he was much shorter than his speeches) I saw 
Elsa suddenly lean forward and sign with her fan to a 
lady who passed by The lady stopped, she sat down 
by Elsa, they entered mto conversation For a while I 
went on buzzmg and being buzzed to, but presentfy 
curiosity conquered me 

In the pleasure of your conversation I mustn't forget 
what is my first duty just now, gentlemen," I said with 
a smile 

They dissolved from m front of me with discreet 
smiles I sauntered towards the recess where Elsa 
sat Glancmg at Prmcess Heinrich, I saw her watch 
mg all that went forward, but she was hemmed in by 
eminent persons And why should she mterpose if 
Elsa desired to talk to the Countess von Sempach ? 

I leant over the arm of my betrothed's chair They 
were talkmg of common affairs From where I was I 
could not see Elsa's face, so I moved and stood leaning 
on a third chair between them The Countess was gay 
and brilliant, kind also, with a tenderness that seemed 
to throw out feelers for friendship To me she spoke 
only when I addressed her directly , her attention was 
all for Elsa In Elsa's eyes, not skilled to conceal her 
heart, there was, overpowermg all other expression, a 
curiosity, a study of somethmg that mteresteQ and 
puzzled her, a desire to understand the woman who 
talked to her For Elsa had hegurd somethmg — not 
all, but somethmg She was not hosjtife or disturbed , 
she was gracious and eager to please, but she was 
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inquiring and searching At her heart's bidding her 
wits were on the move I knew the ina2?e that they 
explored She was asking for the Countess's secret 
But which secret ^ For to her it might well seem that 
there were two Rumour said that I had loved the 
Countess It would be in the way of the natural woman 
for Elsa to desire to find out why— the trick of the charm 
that a predecessor (let the word pass) had wielded 
But rumour said also that the Countess had loved me 
Was this the deeper harder seciet that Elsa sought 
to probe, this the puzzle to which she asked an answer ^ 
Perhaps could she find an answer that satisfied, there 
would be new heaven and new earth for her Here 
seemed to me the truth, the reason of the longmg ques 
tion in her eyes Jealousy could not inspire that, cer 
tamly not a jealousy of what was long gone by, of a 
woman who to Elsa's fresh girlhood must be faded and 
almost sunk to middle age “ How did you contrive 
to love him ^ " That was Elsa's question, asked beneath 
my understanding gaze 

There was a httle stir by the door, and a man came 
through the group that loiteied round it, hastily shaking 
hands here, noddmg there, as he steered his course 
towards Princess Heinrich I knew that Varvilliers 
would come to the weddmg, but had not been aware 
that he was already in Forstadt My companions did 
not notice him, but I watched his mterview with my 
mother Even she unbent to him, disarmed by a 
courtesy that overcame the protest of her judgment , 
she detamed him in conversation nearly ten minutes, and 
then pomted to where we were, directmg him to join us 
Ah, here comes Varvilhers," said I “ I'm delighted 
to have him back^ You've met him. Countess > " 
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glistened, her body was bent forwaid in an eagerness of 
attention, as though she would not lose a word Var- 
vilhers was given over to the spirit of his talk, but he 
watched the sparks that he struck from her eyes I 
glanced again at Wetter , WiUiam Adolphus had seized 
his arm and urged him forward For a second still he 
stood , he tossed his hair back, laughed, and turned 
away Why should he stay ? He had said all that 
the situation suggested to him, and said it with his 
own merciless lucidity 

I echoed his laugh Mine was an interruption to 
their talk Elsa started and looked up , Varvihiers's 
face turned to me He looked at me for a moment, 
then a strange and most unusual air of embarrassment 
spread over him The Countess did not speak, and her 
eyes were downcast Varvilhers was himself agam 
(Erectly , he began to speak of indifferent matters He 
was not so awkward as to let this incident be the occasion 
of his leave taking A minute or two passed I looked 
at him and held out my hand At the same instant the 
Countess asked a signal from Elsa, and it w'as given 
We all stood together for a moment , then they left us, 
she accepting his arm to cross the room Elsa sat down 
agam and did not speak I found no words either, 
but leant agam over my chair, regardmg the scene in 
absent moodiness I was thinkmg how odd a thmg it 
was, and how perfect that absolute contentment of the 
one with the other, that mutual sufficiencv, that fittmg 
m of ©ach to each, that ultimate oneness of soul which is 
the block from which is hewn love’s image And the 
block is there, though by fate’s caprice it he unshaped 

The thmg had been between the Countess and m}^ 
self, its virtue Tiad availed to abohsh difference of 
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years, to rout absurdity, to threaten the strongest resolu 
tion of my mind It was between Elsa and Varvilliers 
In none other had I four^d it for myself , in none other 
would Elsa find it It was not for her m me Then m 
vam had been the questionmg of her eyes, m vam the 
eager longing of her parted lips She had not ears to 
hear the secret of the Countess At this moment I 
forgot agam that my, or even her, happiness was not 
a relevant consideration in formmg a judgment of the 
universe It is, m fact, a difficult thing to remember 
My pride was ablate with hatred of bemg taken because 
I could not be refused I was carried away by a sudden 
impulse I threw myself into the chair by Elsa, saymg, — 
‘‘ How it would surprise and scatter all these good 
people if you suddenly announced that you’d changed 
your mind, Elsa ^ ‘^^at a rout ’ What a scurry ^ 

What a putting out of hghts, and a pulling down of poles, 
and a furling up of flags, and a countermanding of orders 
to the butcher and the baker ^ Good heavens ^ Thmk 
of my mother’s face, or, mdeed, of your mother’s face ^ 
Think of Bederhof’s face, of everybody’s face » ” And 
I fell to laughing 

Elsa also laughed, but with a nervous discomfort Her 
glance at me was short , her eyes dropped again 

What made you thmk of such a thmg ^ ” she asked 
in a hesitatmg tone 

‘‘ I don’t know,” said I Then I turned and asked, 
Have you never thought of it ^ ” 

Never,” she said “ Indeed never How could I ^ ” 
It was impossible to doubt the smcerity of her dis 
claimer She seemed really shocked and amazed at the 
notion 

And now I To do it now, w?fen everythmg is 
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ready » ” She gave a pretty httle gasp And go back 
with mother to Bartenstein < ” she went on, shakmg her 
head m horror How could you imagine it ^ Fancy 
Bartenstem agam » ” 

Evidently I was preferable to Bartenstem agam, to 
the narrow humdrum life there No poles, no flags, 
no illuminations, no cheers, no dignity ^ Diamonds 
even scarce and rare » I tried to take heart It was 
somethmg to be better than Bartenstem agam 

And what would they think of me > Oh, it’s too 
absurd ^ But of course you were jokmg > ” 

Oh, not more than usual, Elsa You might have 
found me even more tiresome than Bartenstem ” 

Nonsense ’ It would always be better here than at 
Bartenstein ” 

Clearly there was no question m her mmd on this 
point Forstadt and I— let me share, smce I may not 
engross, the credit — ^were much better than gomg back 
to Bartenstem 

She was lookmg at me with an uneasy, almost sus- 
picious air 

What made you ask that question she said abruptly 

I looked round the room Among the many groups 
in talk there were faces turned towards us, regarding 
us with a discreet good humoured amusement The 
King forgot his duties and talked with his lady love 
Every moment buttressed the reputation of our love 
match Let it be so , it was best Yet the sham was 
curiously unpleasant to me 

Why did you ask me that question, Augustm > 
You had a reason > ” 

No, none, except that m forty eight hours it will 
be too late to ask it ” 
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She leant towards me m agitated pleading 

“ I do love you, Augustm I love nobody so much 
as you— you and father 

I and father ^ Poor girl, how she admitted while she 
thought to deny ^ But I was full of a pity and a tender 
ness for her and forgot my own pride 

** You’re so good to me , and there’s no reason why 
you should hke me ” 

Like ^ ” said I A gentleman must pretend some 
times, or so it’s thought 

“Yes What do you mean ^ ” Pleased coquetry 
gleamed for a moment in her eyes “Do you mean — 
love me > ” 

“ It’s impossible, is it > ” I asked, and I looked into 
her eyes as though I desired her love Well, I did, that 
she might have peace 

She blushed, and suddenly, as it were by an uncon 
trollable immediate impulse, glanced round Whose 
face did she seek > Was it not his who last had looked 
at her in that fashion^ He was not in sight Her 
ga2;e fell downward Ah, that you had been a better 
diplomatist Elsa ! For though a man may know the 
truth, he loves sometimes one who will deny it to him 
pleasantly He gams thereby a respite and an inter 
mission, the convict’s repose between his turns on the 
treadmill, or the hour’s floutmg of hard life that good 
wine brings But it was impossible to rear on stable 
foundations a Pleasure House of Pretence With every 
honest revelation of her heart Elsa shattered « it I 
cannot blame her I myself was at my analytic under 
mmmg 

“ You’ll go on then ^ ” I asked, witK a Jaugh 

She laughed for answer The qifestion seemed to 
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her to need no answer What » would she go back to 
Bartenstein, to insignificance, to dullness, and to tute 
lage ^ Surely not » 

But I’m not very like the grenadier," I said 
She understood me and flushed, relapsing into un 
easiness I saw that I had touched some chord in her, 
and I would willmgly have had my words unsaid Pres 
ently she turned to me, and forgettmg the gazers round 
held out her hands to name Her eyes seemed dim 
‘‘ I'll try — I’ll try to make you happy," she said 
And she said well Lettmg all think what they 
would, I rose to my feet and bowed low over the hand 
that I kissed Then I gave her my arm, and walked 
with her through the lane that they made for us Surely 
we pretended well, for somehow, from somewhere, a 
cheer arose, and they cheered us as we walked through 
Elsa's face was in an instant bnght agam She pressed 
my arm m a spasm of pleasure We proceeded in 
triumph to where Prmcess Hemrich sat Away behmd 
her, in the foremost row of a group of men, stood Wetter 
— ^Wetter leading the cheers, waving his handkerchief, 
grmning m charmingly diabohcal fashion The suit 
ability of Prmcess Heinrich’s reception of us I must 
leave to be imagined , it was among her triumphs 
I feU at once mto the clutches of Cousm Ehzabeth 
my regard for whom was tempered by a preference for 
more restramt m the display of emotion 

My dearest boy," she said, pulling me mto a seat by 
her, ' %I saw you It makes me so happy " 

A thmg, without bemg exactly good m itself, may of 
course have mcidental advantages 

** It was sur^ to happen , you were made for one 
another Dear Msa as young and shy, and— and she 
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didn't quite understand " Cousin Elizabeth looked 
almost sly But now the weight is quite off my 
mind Because Elsa doesn't change " 

Doesn't she ^ " I asked 

“ No, she’s constancy itself Once she takes up a 
point of view, you know, or an impression of a person, 
nothing alters it Dear me, we used to think her obsti 
nate Only everybody gave way to her That was 
her father’s fault He never would have her thwarted 
But she’s turned out very well, hasn’t she ^ So I can’t 
blame him I know your mother thought us rather lax ' 
Ah, my mother was not lax ” 

It only shows there’s room for both ways, doesn’t 
it > What was I saymg ^ ” 

I knew what she had been saying, but not which part 
of it she desired to repeat However, she found it for 
herself in a moment 

Oh yes ’ No, she never changes Just what she is 
to you now she'll be all her hfe I never knew her to 
change She just loves you or she doesn't, and there it 
rests You may feel quite safe " 

“ How very satisfactory all this is, Cousm Elizabeth * ” 
‘‘ Satisfactory ? ” she exclaimed, with a momentary 
surprise at my epithet But her theory came to the 
rescue ‘‘ Oh, I know you always talk like that Well, 
I don’t expect you to talk hke a lover to me It’s 
quite enough if you do it to Elsa Yes, it is — ^satis 
factory, isn’t it ^ ” The good creature laughed heartily 
and squeezed my hand She’ll never changq^” she 
repeated once agam m an ample comfortable content 
ment And you don't mmd showing what you feel, 
do you > ” 

Cousin Elizabeth was chaffing me 
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On my word I forgot how pubhc we were/’ said I 
‘‘ My feelings ran away with me " 

^'Oh, why should you be ashamed^ They might 
laugh, but I'm sure they envied you ” 

It was strange enough, but it is very likely that they 
did For my own part, I have learnt not to env^ 
people without knowmg a good deal about them and 
their affairs 

“ Because," pursued Cousm Ehifabeth, “ I have always 
m my heart hated merely arranged marriages They're 
not right, you know, Augustm They may be necessary, 
but they're not right " 

'' Very necessary, but quite wrong," I agreed 
** And at one time I was the least bit afraid , how 
ever, I was a silly old woman Do look at her talk 
mg to your mother Oh, of course, you were looking 
at her already You weren't listenmg to my chatter " 
But I had listened to Cousin Elizabeth's chatter 
She had told me something of mterest Elsa would 
never change , she took a view and a relation towards 
a person and mamtamed them , what she was to me 
now she would be always 

“ My dear cousm, I’ve listened with keen mterest 
to every word that you've said," I protested truthfully 
'‘That’s your politeness I know what lovers are," 
said Cousin Elizabeth 

I looked across to the Duke’s passive tired face The 
thought crossed my mind that Cousm Elizabeth must 
have depended on observation rather than on expenence 
for the impressions to which she referred However, she 
afforded me an opportunity for escape, which I embraced 
with alacrity 

As I passed mf mother, she beckoned to me Elsa 



344 THE king’s mirror 

had left her, and she was alone for the moment It 
seemed that she had a word to say to me, and on a 
subject concernmg which I thought it likely enough that 
she would have somethmg to say — ^the engagement of 
Coralie to smg at the gala performance 

Was there not some unpleasant talk about this Mine 
Mansom ^ ” she asked 

** Well, there was talk,’* said I, smilmg and allowing 
my eyes to rest on the figure of William Adolphus, 
visible m the distance '' It would have been better not 
to have her perhaps It can be altered, I suppose ” 

** Bederhof sanctioned it without referrmg to you or 
to me It has become public now ” 

“ Oh, I didn’t know that ” 

Yes , it’s in the evenmg papers ” 

Any — any remarks > ” 

No, except that the Vorwarts calls it an extraor 
dinarily suitable selection ” 

'‘The Vorwarts? Yes,” said I thoughtfully Wetter 
wrote for the Vorwarts " Perhaps then to cancel it 
would make moie talk than to let it stand The whole 
story is very old ” 

Princess Hemnch permitted a smile to appear on her 
face as with a wave of her fan she relegated Coralie to a 
proper insignificance She was smiling still as she added,— 
' There’s another old acquaintance coming to assist 
at the wedding, Augustm I telegraphed to ask her, 
and she has answered acceptmg the invitation m the 
warmest terms ” 

" Indeed Who is that, pray ? ’ 

" The Baroness,” said my mother 
I stared at her, then I cried with a^laugh, " Krak ^ 
NotKr#?” 
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Yes, Krak, as you naughty children used to call 
her ” 

Good heavens ’ does the world still hold Krak > ” 

Of course She’s rathei an old woman, though 
You’ll be kind to her, Augustin > She was always 
very fond of you ” 

I will treat Krak,’ said I, “ with all afection ” 

Surely I would, for Krak’s coming put the crown of 
completeness on the occasion But I was amazed, 
Krak was utterly stuf of the past 

My mother did not appear to desire my presence 
longer , I had to take up my own position and receive 
farewells 

A dreary half hour passed in this occupation At 
last the throng grew thin I broke away and sauntered 
off to a buffet for a sandwich and a glass of champagne 
There I saw Wetter and Varvilhers standing together 
and refreshmg their jaded bodies I jomed them at once, 
full of the news about Krak It fell rather flat, I regret 
to say , Krak had not significance for them, and Wetter 
was full of wild brilliant t^lk VarviUiers’s manner, on 
the other hand, although displaymg now no awkward- 
ness or restraint, showed unusual gentleness and gravity, 
with an added friendlmess very welcome to me I 
stood between my friends, sippmg my wme and detain- 
ing them, although the room was nearly empty I felt 
a reluctance to part and an invincible repugnance to 
my bed 

“ Ccme to my quarters,” I said, and we’ll have 
cigars ” 

Varvilliers bowed ready assent Wetter’s face twisted 
into a smile 

** I must plead excuse to the command,” he said 



346 the king’s mirror 

'' Then you’re a rascal, Wetter I want you, man, and 
you ought not to be expected anywhere this time of 
mght ” 

‘‘ Not at home, sire ^ ” 

‘‘ Home least of all,” said Varvilhers, smiling 
But I have guests at home,” cried Wetter '' IVe 
left them too long But Her Royal Highness didn’t 
mvite them Besides it was necessary to practise the 
song ” 

“ What ^ Are they with you ^ ” 

Should I send them to a hotel, sire > My friends the 
Struboffs » No, no * ” 

Sipping my wme, I looked doubtfully from one to the 
other 

“ The Kmg,” observed Wetter to Varvilliers, ‘‘ would 
be interested m hearmg a rehearsal of the song ” 

“ But,” said I, “ Krak comes to night, and I daren’t 
look as if I’d sat up beyond my hour ” 

Wetter laid his finger on my arm 
One more night I ” he said Varvilliers laughed ‘ I 
have the same old servant He's very discreet ^ ” 

But you’ll put it m the Vorwarts f ” 

No, no — ^not if the meeting place is my own house ” 
I’ll do it,” I cried Come, let’s have a carriage ” 

'' Mme waits,” said Varvilhers, at your disposal 
I’ll see about it ” And off he ran Wetter turned to me 
An mterestmg quartette there in the recess,” said he 
And an insolent fellow looking on at it,” said I 
rU write an article on your impulsive love makmg 
before all the world ” 

Do , I can conceive nothing more pohtic ” 

It shall teem with smcerity ” 

Never a jest anywhere in it > No^ one for me ^ ” 
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No Jests are m place only when one tells the truth 
A he must be solemn, sire 
'' True Write it to your mood ” 

And to his mood he wrote it, eloquently, beautifully, 
'vvith the passion of that ]oy which he realised 
in imagination, but could not find m his stormy hfe 
I read it two or three days later at Artenberg 

Hey for the wedding song and one night more ^ ” he 
cried 

We rolled off, we three, m Varvilliers’s carnage 



CHAPTER XXVII 

OF GRAZES ON THE KNEE 

There was no doubt that they practised the marriage 
song Coralie^s voice echoed through the house as we 
entered For a moment we paused in the hall to listen 
Then Wetter dashed up the stairs, crying, '' Good God ^ 
Wooden, wooden, wooden ’ We followed him at a 
run, he flung the door open and rushed in Corahe 
broke off her smgmg and came to greet me with a httle 
cry of pleased surprise Struboff sat at the piano, look 
mg rather bewildered Supper was spread on a table 
at the other end of the room When Struboff tried 
to rise, Wetter thrust him back into his seat No, no , 
the King doesn’t want to talk to you,” he said “ He 
wants to hear Madame sing, to hear you play — Coralie, 
come and smg agam, and for God’s sake sing it as if it 
meant somethmg, dear Corahe ” 

It’s such nonsense,” said Corahe with a pouting 
smile 

'' Nonsense ^ Then it needs all your efforts As if — 
as if, I say it meant something ” ^ 

VarviUiers, laughing, flung himself on a sofa , I stood 
at the end of the piano , Wetter was gesticulatmg and 
muttermg on the hearthrug Struboff-, put his fingers 
on the keys agam and began to play After a sigh of 
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weariness Coralie uplifted her voice It came fresh and 
full , the weariness was of the spirit only The piece 
was good, nay, very good , there were feeling and pas 
Sion in the music I looked at StrubofE His fingers 
moved tenderly, tears stood in his httle eyes Corahe 
shouted perfect notes m perfect heartlessness 

My God < " muttered Wetter from the hearthrug, 
and bounded across to her He caught her by the arm 
Feel, feel, feel * ” he cried angrily 
Don’t be so stupid,” said Corahe 
She can t feel it,” said Struboff, taking his handker 
chief and wipmg brow and eyes 

She’s a fortunate woman,” remarked Varvilhers from 
his sofa 

‘‘ You’d thmk she could,” said Wetter, takmg both 
her hands and surveymg her from top to toe You’d 
think she could understand Look at her eyes, her 
brows, her lips You’d think she could understand 
Look at her hands, her waist, her neck It’s a httle 
strange, isn’t it ^ See, she smiles at me She has an 
adorably good temper She doesn’t mmd me m the 
least It’s ]ust that she happens not to be able to feel ” 

During all this outburst Strubof played softly and 
tenderly , a large tear formed now m each of his eyes 
and presently trickled over the swelling hiHocks under- 
neath his cheek bones Corahe was smilmg placidly at 
Wetter, thinking him mad enough, but in no way put 
out by his criticism 

“ I oan feel it,” said Wetter m a whimsically puzzled 
tone ‘‘Why should I feel it? I’m not young or 
beautiful, and my voice is the worse for wear, because 
I’ve had to denounce the Kmg so much Nevertheless 
I can feel it ” 
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“ You can make a big fool of yourself/' observed 
Coralie, breaking into a laugh and snatching her hands 
away from him 

‘‘ Yes, yes, yes, I should hope so " he cried ** She 
catches the point » Is there hope ^ No, she won't 
make a fool of herself There's no hope " He sank into 
a chair with every appearance of dejection 

“ I thmk it's supper time," she said, moving towards 
the table What are you still play mg for ? " she called 

to Strubojff 

Let him play," said I ‘‘ Perhaps he'd rather play 
than sup " 

“ It's very likely," Coralie admitted with a shrug 
Struboff looked at me for a moment and nodded sol 
emnly He was playmg low now, giving a plaintive 
turn to the music that had been joyful 

“ No , you shall try it once again," cried Wetter, 
leapmg up Once agam » A verse of it » I'll stand 
opposite to you See, hke this , and I'll look at you 
Now try I " 

She was very good natured with him and did as he 
bade her He took his stand just by her, behind Stru 
boff, and gazed into her face I could see him, his 
hps twitched and his eyes were set on her in an ardour 
of passion 

‘‘ Look m my eyes and smg," he commanded 
Ah, you're silly," she murmured m her pleasant 
lazy drawl She threw out her chest, and filled the 
room with healthy tuneful sound ^ 

‘‘ Stop » " he cried ‘‘ Stop » I can endure no more 
of it Can you eat ^ Yes, you can eat In God's 
name, come and eat, dear Coralie 

Coralie appealed to me 
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‘‘ Don’t you think I sing it very well ^ ” she asked 

I can fill the Grand Opera House quite easily ” 

“ You sing it to perfection,” said I There’s nothing 
wrong, nothing at all Wetter here is mad ” 

Wetter is certainly mad,” echoed VarviLliers, rising 
from the sofa 

Wetter is damned mad,” said Wetter 
Wetter is right, ah, so right,” came in a despairing 
grumble from poor Struboff, who still played away 

To supper, to supper f ” cried Wetter You’re 
right, all of you And I’m right And I’m mad To 
supper T No, let Strubofi play — Struboff, you want to 
play Play on ” 

Strubofi nodded again and played on His notes, 
now plaintive, now triumphant, were the accompani 
ment to our meal, fillmg the pauses, enriching as it 
seemed, the talk But Corahe was deep m fo%e gras, 
and paid no heed to them Wetter engaged in some 
vehement discussion with VarviUiers, who met him with 
good humoured pertinacity I had dropped out of the 
talk and sat hstenmg dreamily to Strubofi’s music 
Suddenly Corahe laid down her knife and turned to me 
Wouldn’t it be nice if I were gomg to be married to 
you ^ ” she asked 

'' Charming,” said I But what of our dear M 
Strubofi ^ And what of my cousm Elsa > 

We wouldn’t trouble about them ” She was looking 
at me with a shrewd gaze ” No ” she said, you 
wouldn’t like it Shall we try another arrangement ^ ” 
She leant towards me and laid her pretty hand on my 
arm Wetter and I — I am not very well placed, but 
let it pass — ^Wetter ®and I, Varvilliers and the Princess, 
you and the Countes ” 
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I made no sign of appreciatmg this rather penetrating 
suggestion 

You’re more capricious than fortune, more arbitrary 
than fate, madame,” said I '' Moreover, you have again 
forgotten to provide for M Struboff ” 

She shrugged her shoulders and smiled 
No,” she said meditatively “ I don’t like that after 
all It might do for M de Varvilliers, but the Countess 
IS too old, and Wetter there would cut my throat We 
can’t sacrifice everything to give Varvilliers a prmcess ” 
She appeared to reflect for a few seconds’ "" I don’t 
know how to arrange it ” 

Positively I should be at a loss myself if I were 
called upon to govern the world at short notice ” 

I thmk I must let it alone I don’t see how to 
make it better ” 

“ Thank you For my own part I have the good luck 
to be in love with my cousin ” 

Corahe hfted her eyes to mine “ Oh no,” she drawled 
quietly Then she added with a laugh, Do you re 
member when you fought Wetter > ” 

** Heavens, yes, fools that we were 1 Not a word of 
it J Nobody knows ” 

Well, at that time you were in love with me ” 

** Madame, I will have the honour of mentionmg a 
much more remarkable thmg to you ” 

'' If you please, sire,” she said, taking a bunch of 
grapes and beginnmg to eat them 
You were all but m love with me ” 

‘^That’s not remarkable You’re too humble I 
was — ah yes, I was I was very afraid for you Mon 
($fm, don’t you wish that, mstead 'uf being King here, 
you we?:e the Sultan ^ ” 
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I laughed at this abrupt and somewhat unceremonious 
question 

In fact, Coralie,” said I, “ ^^here are only two really 
satisfactory thmgs to be in this life , all else is miserable 
compromise ” 

Tell them to me ” 

'' A sultan or a monk And — ^pardon me — give me 
the latter ” 

Well, I once knew a monk very well, and ” 

began Coralie in a tone of meditative reminiscence 
But rather to my vexation Wetter spoilt the story by 
asking what we were talkmg about with our heads so 
close together 

" We were correctmg Fate and rearranging Destiny,” 
I explained 

Pooh, pooh ’ ” he cried ** You’d not get rid of the 
tragedy, and only spoil the comedy Let it alone, my 
children ” 

We let it alone, and began to chatter honest nonsense 
This had been gomg on for a few minutes when I be 
came aware suddenly that Struboff had ceased playmg 
my wedding song I looked round , he sat on the 
piano stool, his broad back like a tree trunk bent to a 
bow, and his head settled on his shoulders till a red 
bulge over his collar was all that survived of his neck 
I rose softly, signing to the others not to mterrupt their 
conversation, and stole up to him He did not move , 
his hands were clasped on his stomach I peered round 
into hi9 face , its hues were set in a grotesque heavy 
melancholy At first I felt very sorry for him, but as I 
went on lookmg at Jiim something of Coralie’s feelmg 
came over me, and I grew angry That he was doubt 
less very miserable ceased to plead for him — ^nay, it 

la 
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aggravated his offence What the deuce right had this 
fellow to make misery repulsive ^ And it was over my 
weddmg song that he had tortured himself into this 
ludicrous condition * Yet aga&i it was a pleasant 
paradox of nature’s to dower this carcass with the 
sensibihty which might have given a crowning charm 
to the beauty of Corahe In him it could attract no 
love, to him it could bring no happmess Probably it 
caused him to play the piano better , if this justifies 
Nature she is welcome to the plea For my part I felt 
that it was monstrously bad taste in him to come and 
be miserable here and now m Forstadt But he overshot 
his mark 

Good God, my dear Struboff,” I cried m extreme 
annoyance, think how little it matters, how httle any of 
us care, even, if you like, how httle you ought to care 
yourself 1 You’ve tumbled down on the gravel, very 
well ^ Stop crying, and don’t, for heaven’s sake, keep 
showing me the gra^e on your knee We all, I suppose, 
have grazes on our knees Get your mother to put 
you into stockings, and nobody will see it I have been 
m stockings for years ” I burst into a laugh 
He did not understand what I would be at , that, 
perhaps, was hardly wonderful 
** The music has affected me,” he mumbled 
'' Then come and let some champagne affect you,” I 
advised him irritably What * are you to spoil a 
pleasant evenmg ^ ” 

He looked at me with ponderous sorrowful repi^ioach 
A pleasant evening » ” he groaned, as he blew his 
nose 

“ Yes,” I cried loudly “ A damnably pleasant even 
ing, M Struboff ” And I caught himi^by the arm, dragged 
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him from his stool, and carried him off to the table with 
me Here I set him down between VarviUiers and 
myself Wetter and Coralie, jdeep m low voiced con 
versation, paid no heed to him He began to eat and 
drink eagerly and with appetite 

“ You perceive, Struboff/* said I persuasively, ** that 
while we have stomachs — and none, my friend, can deny 
that you have one — the world is not empty of delight 
You and I may have gra^fes — ^VarviUiers, have you a 
graze on the knee by chance ^ — but consider, I pray you, 
the case of tlie man who has no dmner ’’ 

“ It would be very bad to have no dinner,” said 
StrubofE m full mouthed meditation 

Beside that,” said I hghtly — grew better tempered 
every moment — what are these fine spun miseries with 
which we afflict ourselves ? To be empty, to be thirsty, 
to be cold — ^these are evils Was ever any man, well 
fed, well drunk, and well warmed, reaUy miserable ^ 
Reflect before you answer, Strubofl ” 

He dramed a glass of champagne, and, I suppose, re 
fleeted 

If he had his piano also ” he began 

Great heavens * ” I interrupted with a laugh 
Corahe turned from Wetter and fixed her eyes on 
her husband He perceived her glance directly , his 
appetite appeared to become enfeebled, and he drank 
his wme with apologetic slowness She went on look 
mg at him with a merciless amusement, his whole 
manneii became expressive of a wish to be elsewhere 
I saw VarviUiers smothermg a smile, he sacrificed 
much to good manners I myself laughed gently 
Suddenly, to my .surprise Wetter caught Corahe by the 
wrist 
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You see that man^” he asked, smiling and fixing 
his eyes on her 

** Oh yes, I see my husband,” said she 
‘‘ Your husband, yes Shall I tell you something ? 
You remember what I’ve been saying to you ? ” 

Very well , you’ve repeated it often Are you 
going to repeat it now out loud ? ” 

‘‘ Where’s the use ^ Everybody here knows I’ll 
tell you another thing ” He leant forward, still holding 
her wrist tightly “ Look at Struboff,” he said Look 
well at him ” 

I am giving myself the pleasure of looking at M 
Struboff,” said Corahe 

“ Very well When you die — because you’ll grow 
old, and you’ll grow uglv, and at last, after you have 
become very ugly, you’ll die ” 

Corahe looked rather vexed, a little perturbed and 
protesting Wetter had touched the one point on 
which she had troubled herself to criticize the order of 
the universe 

When, I say, you die,” pursued Wetter, ‘‘ when, after 
growing extremely ugly, you die, you will be sent to 
hell because you have not appreciated the virtues or 
repaid the devotion of my good friend M Struboff 
— And, sire” (he turned to me), ‘'when one considers 
that, it appears unreasonable to imagine that eternity 
will be in any degree less pecuhar than this present hfe 
of ours ” 

“ That’s all very well,” said Corahe , “ but after havmg 
grown ugly, I don’t think I should mind anything else ” 
I clapped my hands 

“ I think,” said I, “ if M Struboft will pardop. the 
supposition, that Madame will be^ allowed to escape 
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perdition For, see, she will stand up and she will say 

quite calmly, with that adorable smile of hers 

They don't mmd smiles Hiere, sire,'' put in Var 
vilhers 

She'll smile, not to please them, but because she's 
amused," said I “ She'll say with her adorable smile, 

* This and that I have done, this and that I have not 
done Perhaps I did wrong, I have not studied your 
rules But you can't send me to hell ' " 

They all appeared to be listening with attentive ears 
‘'Here's a good advocate," said Wetter “Let us 
hear the plea " 

“‘You can't send me to hell, because I have not 
pretended I have been myself, and I didn't make 
myself I can't go to hell with the pretenders ' " 

“ But to heaven with the kings ? " asked Varvilhers 
“ With the kmgs who have not also been pretenders," 
said I 

“ Norn de Dteu” said she, “ I beheve that I shall 
escape, after all So you and I will be separated, 
Wetter " 

“ No, no," he protested “ Unless you're there the 
place won't be itself to me " 

We all laughed — Struboff not in appreciation, but 
with a nervous desire to make himself agreeable — and 
I rose from my seat It was three o'clock in the morn 
mg Struboff yawned mightily as he drank a final 
glass and patted his stomach I thmk that we were 
all hapj^ier than when we sat down 

“ And after the occasion, whither > " I asked them 
“ I back to France^** answered Varvilhers 
“ We to Munich,'^ said Corahe with a shrug 
I the deuce knows where," laughed Wetter 
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“ I also the deuce knows where Come then , to our 
next merry supper * ” I poured out a glass of wine 
They all followed my exaonple, and we drank 
But we shall have no more/' said Wetter 
A moments silence fell on us all Then Wetter spoke 
again He turned to them and indicated me with a 
gesture, — 

He's a good fellow, our Augustin " 

Yes, a good fellow," said Varvilliers 
“ A very good fellow," muttered Struboff, who was 
more than a little gone in liquor 

A good fellow," said Coralie Then she stepped up to 
me, put her hands on my shoulders, and kissed me on both 
cheeks A good fellow, our little Augustin," said she 
There was nothing much m this — casual phrases of 
goodwill, spoken at a moment of conviviality, the out 
come of genuine but perhaps not very deep feeling, 
except for that trifle of the kisses almost an ordinary 
accompaniment or conclusion of an evening's entertain 
ment I was a good fellow , the light praise had been 
hghtly won Yet even now as I write, looking back 
over the years, I cannot, when I accuse myself of mawk 
ishness, be altogether convinced by the self denunciation 
For what it was worth, the thmg came home to me , 
for a moment it overleapt the barriers that were round 
me, the differences that made a hedge between me and 
them , for a moment they had forgotten that I was not 
merely their good comrade I would not have people 
forget often what I am, but now and then it is ]Pleasant 
to be no more than what I myself am Arid the two 
there, Wetter and Varvilliers, wereihe nearest to friends 
that I have known One went back to his country, the 
other the deuce knew where I should be alone 
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Alone I made my way back from Welter’s house, 
alone and on foot I had a fancy to walk thus through 
the decorated streets , alone to pause an instant before 
the Countess’s door, recollectmg many things , alone to 
tell myself that the stocking must be kept over the 
graze, and that the askmg of sympathy was the betrayal 
of my soul’s confidence to me , alone to be weak, alone 
to be strong , alone to determine to do my work with 
my own life , alone to hope that I must not render too 
wretched the life of another I had good from that 
walk of mine For, you see, when a man is alone, above 
all, I think, when he is alone in the truce of night — 
one day’s fight done and the new morning’s battle not 
yet joined — ^he can pause and stand and thmk He can 
be still Then his worst and his best steal out, hke mice 
from their holes (the cat of convention is asleep), and 
play their gambols and antics before his eyes , he knows 
them and himself, and reaches forth to know the world 
and his work m it, his life and the end of it, the diference, 
if any, that he has made by spendmg so much pains on 
living 

It was four o’clock when a sleepy night porter let me 
m My servants had orders never to wait beyond two, 
and in my rooms all was dark and quiet But when I 
lit a candle from the httle lamp by the door, I saw some 
Ibody lying on the sofa m my dressing room, a woman’s 
figure stretched m the luxury of quiet sleep Victoria 
this must be and none else I was glad to see her there, 
and toacatch her drowsy smile as her eyes opened under 
the glare of my candle 

“What in the world are you domg here, my dear 
said I, settmg down the candle and putting my hands 
m my pockets 
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She sat up, whisking her skirts round with one hand 
and rubbing her eyes with the other 

I came to tell you about Krak , Krak's come But 
you weren't here So I lay down, and I suppose I went 
to sleep " 

I suppose you did And how's Krak ^ 

“ Just the same as ever ! " 

Brought a birch with her, m case I should rebel at 
the last ^ " 

Victoria laughed 

“ Oh well, you'll see her to morrow," she remarked 
She's ]ust the same I'm rather glad, you know, that 
Krak hasn't been softened by age It would have been 
commonplace " 

Besides one doesn't want to exaggerate the power 
of advancing years You didn't come for anything 
except to tell me about Krak ^ " 

Victoria got up, came to me, and kissed me 
** No, nothmg else," she said She stopped a moment, 
and then remarked abruptly, You're not a bit like 
William Adolphus " 

“ No ^ " said I, divmmg in a flash hei thought and 

her purpose Still Have you been with Elsa to 

night ? " 

Yes , after Cousm Elizabeth and mother left her 
You — ^you'll be kmd to her ^ I told her that she was 
very silly, and that I wished I was going to marry 
you" 

“ Oh, you did ? But she wishes to marry me 
She means to, of course " 

** Exactly My dear, you've waited a long while to 
tell me somethmg I knew very well " 

I thought pernaps you'd be glad to see me," she 
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said with a httle laugh Where have you been > Not 
to the Countess’s ^ ” 

“ Indeed, no To Wetter’s ” 

'‘Ah! The singer 

" The singer of my marriage song, Victoria ” 

Victoria looked at me m a rather despairmg fashion 
" Her smgmg of it,” I added, " will be the most perfect 
and appropriate thing in the world You’U be dehghted 
when you hear it For the rest, my dear sister, Hammer- 
feldt looks down from heaven and is well pleased ” 
Victoria sat on the sofa agam I went to the window, 
unfastened the shutters, and pulled up the blinds A 
smgle star shone yet in the gray sky I stood looking 
at it for a few mmutes, then lit a cigarette, and turned 
round Victoria was on the sofa still , she was crying 
in a quiet matter of fact way, not passionately, but with 
a rather methodical air She glanced at me for a mo- 
ment, but said nothmg Neither did I speak I leant 
agamst the wall and smoked my cigarette For five 
minutes, I should suppose, this state of things went on 
Then I flung away the cigarette , Victoria stopped crying, 
wiped her eyes, and got up 

" I rather wish we’d been born m the gutter,” said 
she " Good night, dear ” 

She kissed me, and I bade her good night 
" I must get some sleep, or I shall look frightful I 
hope William Adolphus won’t be snormg very loud, 
I hear him so plainly through the wall,” she said as she 
started^or the door 



CHAPTER XXVIII 

AS BEDERHOF ARRANGED 

Of the next day I have three visions 
I see myself with Krak and Princess Heinrich Pride 
illuimnated their faces with a cold radiance, and their 
utterances were conceived m the spirit of a Nunc D%m%U%s 
They congratulated the world on its Ruler, the kingdom 
on its King, themselves on my account, me on theirs 
To Krak I was her achievement, to my mother the 
vmdication of the support she had given to Krak, and 
the refutation of my own grumblings and rebellion 
How could I not be reminded of my coronation day > 
how not smile when the Princess, after observing regret 
fully that the Baroness would not be able to educate 
my children, bade me mculcate her principles m the 
mmd of their tutor or governess ^ She was afraid, she 
said, that dear Elsa imght be a little lackmg in firm- 
ness, a httle prone to that indulgence which is no true 
kindness m the end 

The very reverse of it, Madame,” added Krak 
If s quite time enough for them to begm to do 
as they like when they grow up,” ^aid Prmcess Hein- 
rich 
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“ By then, though,*' said Krak, they will have learnt, 
I hope, to do what they ought ** 

“ I hope so with all my hearty Baroness said I 
Victoria is absurdly weak with her child," Princess 
Heinrich complained 

Krak smiled significantly She had never expected 
much of Victoria , the repression of exuberant wicked 
ness had been the bounds of her hope 

Krak left us There must have been some noticeable 
expression on my face as I watched her go, for my 
mother said with a smile, — 

'' I know you think she was severe I used to thmk 
so too, now and then But see how well you've turned 
out, Augustin » " 

Madame," said I, '' my present excellence and my 
impendmg happmess reconcile me to everythmg " 

You had a very happy childhood " my mother 
observed I bowed ‘'And now you are going to 
marry the girl I should choose for you above all others " 
Again I bowed “And public affairs are quiet and 
satisfactory" A third time I bowed “Kiss me, 
Augustin," said my mother 

This summary of my highly successful life and reign 
was delivered m Princess Heinrich's most conclusive 
manner I had no thought of disputing it , I was 
almost surprised that the facts themselves did not suffer 
an immediate transformation to match the views she 
expressed What matter that thmgs were not so ? 
They were to be deemed so and called so, so held and 
so proclaimed My mother’s courage touched my heart, 
and I kissed her with much affection It is no in 
considerable achievement to be consistently superior 
to reality I whc? fought desperate doubtful battles, 
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crippled by a secret traitorous love of the enemy, could 
not but pay homage to Prmcess Hemiich's victorious 
front 

Next I see myself with Elsa, alone for a little while 
with Elsa exultant m her pomp, observed of all, the 
envy of all, the centre of the spectacle, frocked and 
jewelled beyond heart’s desire, narcotised by fuss and 
finery, laughmg and trembhng I had found hei alone 
with difficulty, for she kept some woman by her almost 
all the day She did not desire to be alone with me 
That was to come to morrow at Artenberg Now was 
her moment, and she strove to think it eternal It was 
not in her to face and conquer the great enemy after 
Prmcess Heinrich’s heroic fashion , she could only turn 
and fly, hidmg from herself how soon she must be over 
taken She chattered to me with nervous fluency, mak 
ing haste always to choose the topic, leaving no gap 
for the entrance of what she feared I saw m her eyes 
the apprehension that filled her Once it had bred m 
me the most odious humihation, an mtense longing to 
go from her, a passionate loathing for the necessity of 
forcing myself on her I was chastened now , I should 
not be m so bad a case as Strubof , there would 
be no question of a fresh shce of bread But I tried 
to harden myself against her, declarmg that, desiring 
the prr^e, she must pay the price, and deserved no pity 
on the score of a bargam that she herself had ratified 
Alas, poor dear, she knew neither how small the prize 
was nor how great the price , and her eyes prayed me 
not to turn her fears to certamty She would know 
soon enough 

I^t comes the vision of the theatre, of the gala per 
forraance, where Elsa and I sat side by side, ringed 
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about with great folk, enveloped in splendour, making a 
spectacle for all the city, a sight that men now remember 
and recall There through the piece we sat, and my 
mind was at work It seemed to me that all my life 
was pictured there , I had but to look this way or that, 
and dead thmgs rose from the grave and were for me 
alive agam There was Krak’s hard face, there my 
mother’s unconquerable smile , a glance at them brought 
back childhood with its rigours, its pleasures snatched 
m fearfulne^s, its strange ignorance and stranger pass- 
ing gleams of insight Victoria’s hand, ringed, and 
gloved, and braceleted, held her fan , I remembered 
the little girl’s baie, red, rapped knuckles Away in 
a box to the right, close by the stage, was the Countess 
with her husband , my eyes turned often towards her 
and always found hers on mme Again as a child I 
ran to he’*, asking to be loved , agam as a boy I loved 
her and wrung from her reluctant love , agam in the 
first vigour and unsparmg pride of my manhood I sacri 
ficed her heart and my dehght Below her, standing 
near the orchestra, was Wetter , through my glass I 
could see the smile that never left his face as he scanned 
the bedizened row in which I sat There with him, 
looking on, ]estmg, scoffing at the parade, there was 
Nature’s place for me — ^not here, playing chief part in 
the comedy What talks and what nights had we had 
together ? How together had we fallen from heaven and 
ruefully played for that trick of falhng soft t See, he 
smiles fhore broadly f What is it > Struboff has stolen 
in and dropped heavily mto a seat Wetter waved 
a hand to him and laughed Laugh, laugh, Wetter * 
It is your only gospel, and therefore must be pardoned 
its inevitable defems Laugh even at poor Struboff, 
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whose stomach is so gross, whose feelings so fine, who 
may not give his wife a piece of bread, and would ask 
no greater joy than to kiss her feet And laugh at Var 
vilhers too, who, although he sits where he has a good 
view of us, never turns his eyes towards the lady by my 
side, but IS most courteously unobservant of her alone 
among all the throng Did she look at him ^ Yes, 
for he will not look towards her Why, we are all 
here, all except Hammerfeldt who looks down from 
heaven, and Coralie who is coming presently to sing us 
the weddmg song Even Victoria's Baron is here, and 
Victoria's sobs of terror are in my ears again Beder 
hof and his fellows are behmd me The real and the 
unreal, the dummies and the men, they are all here, 
each m his place in the tableau When Coralie comes 
we shall be complete 

The opera ended and the curtam fell There was a 
bu^z of talk 

** Our anthem comes now, Elsa," said I 
** Yes," she whispered, crushmg the bizarre satin lag 
of a programme that they had given her ‘‘ I have 
never heard Madame Mansoni," she added 
I glanced at her , there was a blush on her cheek , 
she had heard of Madame Mansoni, although she had 
not heard her smg 

I put Up my glass again and looked at Wetter He 
nodded shghtly but unmistakably, then flung his head 
back and laughed agam Now we waited only for 
Corahe With her coming we should be complete 
The music began By arrangement or impulse, I 
knew not which, everybody rose *0 their feet Only 
Elsa and I sat still ITie curtain rq^e^'and Coralie was 
revealed in her rare beauty and her matchless calm A 
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moment later the great full feelingless voice filled the 
theatre , she had had no doubt that she could fill the 
theatre I saw Struboff leaning back in his chair, his 
shoulders eloquent of despair , I saw Wetter with 
strammg eyes and curling lips, Varvilhers smiling in 
mischievous remembrance of our rehearsal By my 
side Elsa was breathmg quick and fast I turned to 
her , her eyes were sparkhng m triumph and excite 
ment It was a giand moment She felt my glance , 
her cheek reddened, her eyes dropped, her hps quiv 
ered, the swiftest covert glance flew towards where 
VarviUiers was I turned away with a sort of sickness 
on me 

Coralie’s voice rose and feU, chantmg out her words 
The deadness of her smgmg seemed subtle mockery, 
as though she would not degrade true passion to the 
service of this sham, as though the words were enough 
for such a marriage, and the spirit scorned to sanction 
xt Elsa’s eyes were on her now, and the Countess leant 
forward, gazmg at her The last verse came, and Coralie, 
with a low bow and a smile, sang it direct to me — ^to me 
across all the theatre — ^so plamly that now all heads 
were turned from her, the people facmg round and 
lookmg all at me and at Elsa by my side Every eye 
was on us 

The song ended A storm of cheers burst out A 
short gasp or sob came from Elsa The cheers swelled 
and swelled, handkerchiefs waved in the air I ros^ 
to myrfeet, gave Elsa my hand, and helped her to rise 
Then together we took a step forward and bowed to all 
Silence fell Corah^’s voice rose agam repeating the 
last verse Now all the chorus jomed m We stood 
till the song endecT agam, and through the tempest of 
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cheers There had been no such enthusiasm in For 
stadt within the memory of man The heart of the 
people went forth to us , it was a triumph, a tnumpli, 
a triumph ^ 

The next day we were married , and m the evening 
my wife and I set out together for Artenberg This 
was what Bederhof had arranged 


TEE END 
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THE PARIS SKETCH BOOK, Etc Thackeray 

THE BOOK OF SNOBS, Etc Thackeray 

BURLESQUES, Etc Thackeray 

THE .YELLOWPLUSH PAPERS, Etc Thackeray 

THE VIRGINIANS Thackerc^ 

-PHE ADVENTURES OF PHILIP, Etc Thackerccy 
BARRY LYNDON Etc Thackeray 
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List of ‘Volumes — Continued 
MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS, Etc Thackeray 

CONTRIBUTIONS TO PUNCH, Etc Thackeray 

CATHERINE, LOVEL THE WIDOWER Thackeray 
PRIDE AND PREJUDICE, MANSFIELD 

PARK, AND NORTHANGER ABBEY Jane Austen 
SENSE AND SENSIBILITY, EMMA, 

AND PERSUASION Jane Austen 

JANE EYRE Charlotte Bronte 

SHIRLEY Charlotte Bronte 

VILLETTE Charlotte Bronte 

THE TENANT OF WILDFELL HALL 


AND THE PROFESSOR 

Bronte Sisters 

WUTHERING HEIGHTS, AGNES 
GREY, AND POEMS (One Vol ) 

Bronte Sisters 

COUNT OF MONTE CRISTO (Two Vols ) Dumas 

TOM BURKE OF “OURS” 

Lever 

CHARLES O’MALLEY 

Lever 

HARRY LORREQUER 

Level 

JACK HINTON 

Level 

THE LAST DAYS OF POMPEII 

Lytton 

THE LAST OF THE BARONS 

Lytton 

NIGHT AND MORNING 

Lytton 

THE CAXTONS 

Lytton 

WESTWARD HO ' 

IQ,ngsley 

HYPATIA 

Kingsley 


Pnce^ net — Neat cloth, gilt top, illustrated, a/ , limp 
leather, 2/6, leather boards? 3/ 
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flel0on'0 IRew Century liferar^. 

Works tn Foetry and Standard Literature 

THE BREAKFAST TABLE SERIES The 
Autocrat, The Professor, The Poet 
(One Vol ) Holmes 

THE FRENCH REVOLUTION Carlyle 

DON QUIXOTE Cervantes 

THE SKETCH BOOK and BRACEBRIDGE 

HALI Irvtng 

POETICAL ROMANCES Lady of the Lake, 

Etc Scott 

PILGRIM’S PROGRESS, THE HOLY WAR, 

AND GRACE ABOUNDING (One Vol) Bunyan 

POEMS AND SONGS Burns 

POETICAL WORKS (1830-59) Tennyson 

Price of each of the above vols , net — Cloth, gilt top, 
frontispiece and decorative title, 2/6, leather, 3/6 


A FEW PRESS OPINIONS 

** The type is a large and beautiful longpnmer eminently read 

able and pleasant not in the least trying to the eyes may be read 

with comfort in the tram clearness itself 1 have never seen any 

such combination of neatness and prettmess a most dainty production 

really a gem of a book most tastefully bound a handsome 

addition to the library shelves ” 



